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When I was yet a child, no childlah play 
To me was pleasing j iJl my mind was set 
Serious to learn and know, and thence to do 
What might be public good. 

Hilton. 
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THE KING'S MOST EXCELLENT MAJESTY. 

SlRB, 

The manner in which the Author was permitted to 
dedicate this Work to your Miyesty, has ezaked the sentiment 
of dutT^into personal gratitude for an honour that can only be 
ascribed to the fathetly gradousness of William the Fourth. 

He has the happiness to be. 
Sire, 
Your Miyesty's fidth^ and favoured subject, 

JOHN GALT. 

EdtMtmrsih, 3lst Jtdy, 1884. 
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PREFACK 



I DIB not myself imagine any of mj literary 
attempts could be deemed so important ag to 
furnish matter for more than an incidental re- 
mark in a general work; but friends, whose 
judgments are deserving of confidence by their 
repute and estimation among those who know 
them best, have thought differently. I there- 
fore presume to offer this book to the public, 
and entreat the reader to have the candour 
to belieye that I am sinc^e in what I say« 

The miscellanies will, it is hopedf be re- 
ceived as proofs of the various topics to whidi 
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my attention has been directed ; but only a 
small part of many projects are given. 

The poetical pieces may perhaps be thought 
too numerous; but it is easier to compose 
verses in bed than even to dictate prose ; and 
they may be worthy of being read. 

The dramatic pieces are the productions of 
younger years, with the exception of the 
Masque, which was composed in bed after 
having suffered ten aggravations of my ano- 
malous affliction. It should be received with 
indulgence, and ought not to be regarded as 
within the^pale of customary criticism. 
- ^ I feel myself also obliged to offer some 
apology for the querulous tone which may be 
discovered here and there in the Literary Life. 
The work, as I have said, was written under 
the influence of a depressing malady : yet| 
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were I not quite Iame» and in every bodily 
function cramped and enfeebled* there is no* 
thing in my age or dispositions to make me 
suck a cumberer of the ground ; but I must 
submit. 

This Preface ought not to be concluded 
without mentioning, that I have derived unex- 
pected pl^isure from the mode of publication. 
A general subscription did not accord with 
my notions of what is due to the booksell* 
ers; and in consequence, adopting the sug* 
gestion of limiting the subscription to the 
mere cost of publication, I made my inten^ 
lion only known to a few friends, by whose 
kindness the requisite number of subscribers 
was soon obtained. My early associates, with 
whom I have had little intercourse for thirty 
years, have voluntarily come forward with an 
nlacrity truly gratifying. I only wish that the 
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public may diecover as mudi reason to approve 
of their heads, as I haye in recording the kind- 
ness of their hearts* 

I should likewise state another circumstance' 
particularly agreeable. Advised to obtain the 
King's permission to dedicate the work to his 
Majesty, I made the application, and the fol- 
lowing most gracious consent, given in a letter 
firom Sir. Herbert Taylor, was the answer :— » 

« Windsor Castle, March 12, 1834. 

•* Sir, — ^I bare bad tbe honour of submitting your letter 
of yesterdaj to the King, and I hare receired hk Majesty's 
commands to assure you of his ready acquiescence in your 
wish to dedicate your Literary Life and Miscellanies to 
him. 

** His Majesty, indeed, feels obliged to those who have 
toggesttd an application which offers him the opportunity 
f>f manifesting the interest he must, in common with his 
subjects, take in the success of the proposed publication, 
and his sense of the merits of an individual whose woiks 
have so well established his own repntation, whUe they hare 
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fitted the' litenuy chaiacter of this oottntry. I hsve the 
honour to be, with great regard, Sir, your most obedient 
humble serrant, H. Tatloiu 

" John Gait, Esq." 

Permit me also to explain, that the sub* 
scription might hare allowed me to send the 
work to press on the 8th April ; but on the 
7th of that month I was attacked with excru- 
ciating* pains, and an aggravation of mjr dis- 
ease, which confined me to bed till the 22d 
May, when the remaining strength of my limbs 
departed ;— circumstances which should exte- 
nuate many faults and blemishes. The inex- 
tinguishable sense of helplessness, sharpened 
with anguish; and the apprehensions which 
have usurped the seats of hope and health for 
ever, should be received as a sufficient excuse. 
I must, however, conclude; for although a 
man who has wrestled eleven times with para> 
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lysis cannot hide his weakness, his imbecility 
need not be shown too obviously. 

N.B. — It was my intention to publish the names 
of subscribers with the work, but some of the papers 
ate mislaid ; the list will, however, be afterwards 
printed. 

Edinburgh, Ut August, ISd4« 
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THE 

LITERARY LIFE 

OF 

JOHN GALT. 



CHAPTER I. 

Origin of Literary predilecHona — First Composition'^Eatfy 
Readiftff^-Jach the Giant-Killer — A pathetic incident anent 
two Giant^-^Leper the Tailor— -flhevy Cheue — The Babes in 
the Wood^Earlj/Friends^ Anecdote qfthelliad-^First Chirp. 

I REMEMBER Very distinctly tbe occasion on which 
I was first sensible of the influence of the Muses, 
though I do not recollect the exact date. It was 
in 1785 or 86, when about six years old,^ during 

' My youngest son far transcends me in precocity. When 
between two and three years old, he composed a poem which 
had all the essentials of an epic ; viz. a beginning, a middle, and 
an end. It was— 

Johnnie a beau, he went to tho fair, 

And when he was there 
He bought two apples and a pear ; 

And when he was coming back. 
He tumbled into a dirty pond, 
And when he was in he was drownded« 
VOL. I. A 
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one of those annual migratory transits from Irvine to 
Greenock, alluded to in the early part of my Auto- 
biography. 

I had received two young larks, on leaving Irvine, 
to take with me to Greenock, and on the road, I sup- 
pose, caught from them some tuneful infection, for I 
was induced to begin a kind of ballad in celebration 
of their birth, parentage, and intended education. 
Nothing of the poetry can now be rescued from ob- 
livion, but the birds were carried to Greenock ; one 
of them, however, was soon after crushed to death 
beneath my heel, in consequence of a nefarious cat 
attempting to kidnap his brother with the zest and zeal 
(rf an Edinburgh oritic seiadi^ a poetUng. In tli^ 
endeavour to defend the one imnor, the other £ell 
firom my hand, and while in the act of inflicting' sum- 
mary vengeance on the unprincipled aggressor, I trode 
the helpless victim as flat as a pancake. The re~ 
membrance of the accident makes my heart bleed 
even unto this day. 

This propensity continues. Before he was twelve, some of his 
tales, mended a very little, had been published and republished. 
The Black Pirate, in ray Tales of the Study, is entirely his; I 
only substituted in it the word " torn" for " cut." 
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The proficiency vrhidBk I made in the study of Ict- 
teiSy or rather in the alpha of erudition, for a consider- 
able time after, was, I suspect, not miraculous ; nor 
hare I any recollection of again intromitting, as the 
Scottish la:wyers say, with the Muses for several 
yeaiak I continued, nevertheless, a very assiduous 
reader of all those sort of books, and ** excellent new 
songs,'' that might be purchased between the national 
ddbt of a shilling, and the easy charge of one half- 
penny ; comprehending, for instance, the adventures of 
Jack the Giant-Killer, Leper the Tulor, the epc poem 
of Chery Chase, and the monody that every body 
knows, and is so universally celebrated. The Babes 
in die Wood* 

Of Jack the Giant- Killer I have no particular im- 
pression, except of that pathetic incident which pierced 
-ny pityM heart, and was. never foi^^otten — ^where 
Jade, in the defence of a castle, threw a rope over the 
heads of two giants that were knocking at the gate, 
and straagled them. The narrative, in mentioning 
dtat the helpless giants were unable to defend thenif* 
selves, deeply a&cted my compassion. 

Of Leper the Tailor i recollect more^ and some of 
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his pranks still make me Smile ; especially the whole 
story of his master feigning to be dead, and being, in 
the opinion of the widow, ^^ a bonny corp, of a lively 
colour." 

I do not know whether there have been any recent 
editions of those two renowned works, ornamented, 
according to the fashion of the age, with exquisite 
engravings ; but I recommend them to the attention 
of the courteous reader, and particularly to George 
Cruikshank, 

Chevy Chase is odorous as the blossomy heath on 
the Cheviot hills in my memory, and the Babes in the 
Wood is with me, as with all men, embalmed in the 
catacombs of the mind : neither Osiris, nor Busiris, 
nor he of the Memphian pyramid, had in death half 
such beauty. 

When the fulness of time arrived, at which it be- 
hoved me to learn arithmetic, I was sent to a school 
kept by one M'Gregor, at Greenock, an excellent 
teacher, but of a temper — every pupil remembers it ; 
and while I was there I made friends who continued 
such to the end of their lives, particularly with Loga- 
rithmic Transcendent Spence, and with Park. There 
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was another boy of our cSterie, ctdled M^CSarty, a 
yery dressy chap, with Spartan lo^s, aUas long hair* 
He was rather older than me, and was renowned 
among us by a very Amadis de Gaul mode of expres- 
sion. It happened that one of the other tyros had 
somehow offended him, and, to the consternation of 
all around, he put on a very La Mancha frown, and 
told the culprit, that if he repeated his words, he would 
send daylight through his body. 

At this important era, Park lent me Pope's Iliad ; 
and when I had finished the perusal in my bedroom, 
I went, with all the enthusiasm of a young nund, that 
feels more than it reasons, to my bedside, and prayed 
that I might be able to produce something like it. 
The poetical vein being thus opened, my first timeful 
chirp was a rebus on a lime-kiln, which stood on the 
ade of the road that led to a house where Park's 
&mily resided during the summer. This classical 
structure — ^this anrum milarium of my poetical career — 
occupied the crown of a beautiful rising ground at 
Ilnnart. I see it still ; it stood a little west from the 
house where I resided during my abortive sojourn at 
Greenock, in the year 1818* 
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Tbift fijrstEng rhyme was «Iu>wn witli great triani^. 
aad mystical secrecy to Park, on whom it had a. rmut 
effect, ler he begim iounediately also to rhyme, ancl^ 
much to my hiaiii]iatk»), produced several heroic 
verses, that sounded very like the chime of Pope's, 
and were certainly far beyond the capability of my 
ambition* 

From this great ado, we began to labour at verse- 
making; but I imagine our productions were not 
quite so good as Milton's Lycidas. The images of a 
staxaa or two of mine are still recollected, but the 
metre has, in the course of time, slipped from my 
memory. One of them was a simile of a hero defend- 
ing himself against a swarm of banditti, which he did 
manfully. He w«« represented like Aiba Craig, of 
poetical notoriety. 

These things are light and cheezfiil in the remem- 
brance, but I cap assure " my public," if it do not 
already suspect the fact, thatlhave some doubt of ever 
having since been engaged in more serious and im- 
prest ve business ; for, although it would not be easy 
now to conserve a lime^kiln in the amber of vexsQ, X 
did so in those days, not only to my own satisfaction, 
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h^ ev«n t» that nii Pftrk, who, by the by, was a 
j&ff older. IHsaA he not shown that he could endite 
k the heioie meomire, I would, indeed, hare been 
very proud of my achievement, but I well recollect 
my mortification at being so outdone. However, 
there is some compensation in thinking that if, in 
those epochs of antiquity, there were humiliation and 
suffering, time has since so mellowed the memory, 
that it has now a delicious flavour, and causes years 
and cares to drop away, like Christian's pack of 
original sin in the Pilgrim's Progress. The very day 
returns oa which the kiln was, as far as I could, im* 
mortalized. It was wet and blustering, and the. scene 
of the disclosure to Park was in his father's office. 
The day, the place, and the occupation, are in sad con- 
trast to the circumstances around me, 

" After life's fitful fever he sleeps well ;" 
and the placid tenor of his modest life was firee 
alike fi:om vicissitude and stain. Before me, how- 
ever, lowers a bleak evening, and the rest to which 

** The day*s hard journey soundly invites," 
is disturbed by the consciousness of having on the 
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clammy cloak of disease, as well as of being pinched 
with an inclemency that was then &x out of sight, 
and from which his more sequestered lot was to him. 
a kind of shelter. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

Learn French-^Mathemaiics^A Scientific Excunum^Sent 
to the Custom-house — Musical Powers — An Ode^^A Tragedy 
^Aniiquctrian Taste — Ode from Horace, 

About the time of the lime-kiln inspiration I was 
sent to learn French. Park was at the school before 
m^, and was eminent for his proficiency ; indeed, for 
the remainder of his days he was an excellent French 
scholar; and I believe afterwards he was one of the ori- 
ginators of the Foreign Library at Greenock, the em 
of which was subsequent to my time* In the French 
^guage I never was at all equal to him, and in the 
speaking could not rank myself high, nor did I ever 
attempt it ; the utmost I could do was to make my 
way with the little that a traveller requires. I be- 
came afterwards, however, a better Italian scholar, in 
which language he made no progress. 
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When we had about completed our French studies^ 

we were sent to another school to learn mathematics, 

" Geometry, astronomy, and that 
Which philosophers geography calL*' 

In this, too, I think Park preceded me by a season, 
in attending the lectures on geography ; but we were 
together in mathematics, and we made mahogany 
, quadrants, built beacons on the mountain tops, and 
measured angles— 

** The space hetwixt Dumbarton and that hill. 
On earth called Mistilaw, from whence the eye 
All Ayrshire can survey upon the west." 

It was to an exploit of this kind that he alludes in the 
poem of the Astronomer, whom he describes as foU 
lowed by a crowd 

" Of young adventurers, whom thou did'st load 
With quadrant and theodolite." 

I do not remember who were of the party; but the 
present chief mag^trate of Greenock, and first pro- 
vost thereo:^ my worthy friend, was loaded with 
the theodolite, the case of which bore a mongprel re* 
semblance to a pedlar's pack. It was on the very day 
that the news arrived at Greenock of Howe's victory 
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of the l8t of June, and it stands vivid in my xcooUeo- 
tHm as^ day of grievous ftstung, for we get nothing 
to eat. 

yfhesi the school process of education was over, 
Paik and I were desked in the CustomJiouse. 

At that time it was the practice at Greenodc to 
send lads^ destined for the mercantile profession, to 
improve their writbg by copying entries in the Cus» 
torn-house. I have very little remembrance of what 
passed while there, but Mr. Campbell, who is now the 
comptroller, was then collector's clerk, and under his 
particular surveillance we mounted the tripod. It is 
among the agreeable occurrences of my later yean, tov 
have renewed my early intimacy with that gentleman. 

Park left the Custom-house before me, but I have 

no very vivid recollection of this period, except that 

ihere was another stripling, one Billy Gould, who 

could jangle upon a paralytic spinnet, and who first 

had the honour and glory of awakening my musical 

* By the by, the Scottish use of this word is one of those idio- 
matic inflections Trhich mark the difference between the English 
and Scotch languages. In England, it is strictly used as synony- 
mous with stripling, but north the Tweed, as denoting a single 
yon^g man of a certain grede. I use it in the English sense. 
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genius by the manner in which he peiformed a Cir- 
cus tune, called The Indian Queen, which I have 
sometimes heard since, from strollers doing tragedy. 
We frequently drank tea with Gould, for he lodged 
by himself. I think he was two years older than me. 
Saving and excepting by his achievements on the spin- 
net, I do not now recollect that he had any influence 
in the developement of my mind ; nor, indeed, have I 
any remembrance of feeling at this time an inclina<> 
tion for particular pursuits. 

But after leaving the Custom-house, I became 
again rhapsodical, and wrote a most absurd Ode on 
the Seasons. Every word of it is, however, fortu- 
nately forgotten, but it had the same eflFect on Park 
as the lime-kiln fy tte ; for, on hearing it, he wrote 
another of the same that evening, which he showed 
to me next morning, and I thought it was not without 
merit, as it praised the genius displayed in my com- 
position. 

We continued our studies, in which, now that it is 
no flattery, I must acknowledge he was of inestimable 
use to me. He both directed me to books that he had 
himself read, and recommended others that have stored 
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my recollection mth facte &r from being yet ex- 
liausted. He Lad not, however, I think, even in those 
days, so much activity of mind as me ; for although 
greatly in many things my superior, our friend Spence 
often said afterwards that I was better in abstruser 
propensities, and much more acute in musical know- 
ledge* To be sure that w&s not much, but still it 
was something. Indeed Park was more of a critic 
than an author, and was altogether free of the useless 
predilection of Spence and I for mechanical contri- 
vances — contrivances never of use to him, nor turned 
by me to any accountr 

Some time after the grand Pindaric ode to the 
Seasons, I happened to be laid up in bed, where I em- 
ployed myself in writing a tragedy upon that highly 
original topic, Mary Queen of Scots* When it was 
finished, I sent it to Constable the bookseller ; but he 
thought little of it, and it was returned, I solemnly 
believe, unread, except perhaps in a few passages. 
However, this is the common fate of dramatic enter- 
prises, and would now excite no surprise; but the 
reader shall judge for himself, as the manuscript has 
been preserved. 
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It was called the Royal Vicdm» and the geqiieoce 
of events in Gilbert Stuart's history appear to hsve 
been adhered to with considerable fidelity; but in 
general it is a sad juvenile production. Here and there, 
however, flakes of poetical expression may bft £s- 
eovered; nor is it without even something of the ele- 
ment of passion or feeling, which perhaps entitle it 
to be not regarded as so de^icable as I at one time 
thought ; but those passages worthy of attentioii are 
certainly few and &r between. 

The first scene is. a confesenee between Murray, 
Morton, and Lethington, on. the return of the Earl 
from Fraaee, respecting the flight (rf BoswelL It is 
maiH^d in very ordinary prose, <^the shape- (tf blank 
verse; with an air of seriousness, however, in the 
dialogue, at least natural, if not poetical. One idea 
in it is toleraMe, but I have afterwards made use of 
the same thought. It is. where Murray is made to 
express his chagrin at the escape of BoswelL He 
■says~ 

Murray, Was no apothecary to be found. 
Nor skilful cook to dress his Grace's supper ? 
I would have play*d the scullion's part myself^ 
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And ispiced the di^es* rather than the Duke 
Had tales to tell of our uncourteous modes. 

Nor is the cHaracter of Mary by Lething^ton, ia the 
same scene, ill expressed. 

Leihingion, — - — To me it seems 
That Mary's faults spring from too soft a heart. 
She trusted much, and yet she hoped for more. 
There is a kind credulity about her — 
So brief in anger, that, when most offended, 
A weU-made promise has disarmed her passion. 

The next scene is quite bad ; but the third, on the 
battlements of Lochleren Castle, among the atten<* 
dants of Mary, has some descriptire merit. It opens 
^th one of the ladies saying — 

\st Lady, How fresh and balmy is the odorous breath 
Of pensive evening at the vesper hour. 
When from the east with dewy feet she comes. 
And o'er reposing Nature spreads her veil I 
See, with the past'ral Ochieb' verdant tops 
The sunbeams hpld a lingenng adieu-— 
They flit— they vanish — Lo I again they gild 
The lofly forehead of yon northern hflL ♦ * ♦ 

2i Lody, Look, the hoarse crows 
That cross'd the lake at simrise, woodward hie 
WiA heavier flight : I ween, wett surfeited^ 
Like Bofderers from a lucky enterprise. 
What bird is yon that glides on steady wing. 
Swift as a dart despatched from the bow % 
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1st Lady. Tier a fell kite. Young Douglas oft has Seen it. 
And says that nightly since the Queen came here» 
It doth encompass the fortalice thrice, 
And then departs. The Warden's pigeons dread it* 

2rf Itody, Oh, holy Virgin ! *tis some wily gohlin. 
In league with Morton, sent to watch and spy. 

Then Douglas enters, and lie informs them of the 
Earl of Murray's return from France, and that he 
is to be at the castle with the Queen that evening". 

The fourth scene, I remember, was the first writ- 
ten, and perhaps in many respects, particularly in 
natural emotion, is the best in the piece; which, 
however, is not saying a great deal in its favour. 
The scene opens with Mary reading the Scottish 
history, during which she exclaims— 

Mary, What piteous wrecks upon the tide of time 
Bo all my royal ancestors appear I 
O hapless me ! the fiercest turbulence 
That ever pelted the ill-fated Stuarts, 
Beats on the frailest relic of the race. 

At this juncture, Murray enters ; but the subsequent 
dialogue, though earnestly written, does not afford 
much for quotation. Here and there, however, are 
touches of tenderness and animation. For example, 
Mary says to her brother—* 
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Mary, And you haye been in France ? Ositandtdlme 
Of all your pleasures in that gentle land ; 
, De%htful land, that I have bade farewell. 

Long I long and far 'tis since I left dear France, 
And harsh and haggard has the time iq>pear'd. 

The business of tlie scene then commences, and 
the Earl, unmannerly enough, reproaches her with 
nusrule. She defends herself with some pathos and 
energy, but in tlie end Murray succeeds in obtaining 
from her the Royal authority. The poetry, how- 
ever, is not of first quality. Murray is made to over- 
act his part, and to her reproaches replies— 

Mmray, Your dearest brother 
Would not for all the radiance of the crown,— 
The glorious vertex of ambition's aim ; 
That gorgeous resting-place of enterprise; 
The far-seen bright Olympian peak that Fate 
Has fenced with crimes to keep the virtuous down,— 
Give credence to that most unnatural tale, 
Which the poor kingdom, feverish from its gashes, 
Deliriously repeats. 

Mary then attempts to vindicate herself, and does it 
^th something like eloquence ; but Murray is none 
seduced from his purpose by her declaration of good 
^atentions, and proceeds to tax her with her partiality 

VOL. I. B 
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for BizKiO) her light affection for Darbl^y, and with 
the alliance for cutting off the Protestants, formed 
with the Duke of AIvR) — concluding with exhorting^ 
her to surrender the royall authority. 

Act Second opens with another repose scene by 
moonlight on the leads of Lochleven Castle, where 
Mary, after the foregoing interview, is seen waLUdng- 
with much agitation. In the end, Douglas, who is 
with the attendants, reveals his plans for her escape. 
One of the observations of Mary is tolerable. 

Mary, Impatient youth, 

With the excess of health and fancy restive. 
Vaults Q*er the narrow probable, and roves 
Throughout the boundless possibles of chance. 
Till strong adversity, with goad and curb. 
Back to his natural station drives the ranger. 
And binds him to life's common yoke again. 

But the whole piece does not deserve so much atten- 
tion ; and I can only plead in excuse the curious 
partiality which one somehow has for an early work. 
One sentence, however, is even a little more than 
pretty ; and though I have afterwards made use of 
it in another drama, it may be quoted here. It is an 
exclamation of Mary's. 
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What thou^ this mortal pageant crumble down. 

And be resolved into its natural dust. 

Which with the sentenced globe shall then return 

Into the elements, and these to nothing I 

That which is I shall purified ascend. 

And with the general vanishing of things 

See all its dross and frailties pass awaj. 

After the tragedy, I employed myself in reading 
eliiefly antiquarian books, and did make some pro- 
gress in the acquisition of recondite lore. Pinker- 
ton's Essay on the Goths led me to compose the 
Battle of Largs, a work long in hand, for excepting 
two hours on Sunday evening, I never opened it, 
and not even on every Sunday evening. 

I also made various productions suggested to me 
by the works of others. Among them was an ode, 
entitled " Yule, " in the Scottish dialect. The 
characteristic of the verse is purely Gothic, and I 
used to thiidc it, though derived from Horace, not 
without ori^ality. 

Park at the same time was also addicted to Horace, 
and made a translation which ought to have been 
preserved, but unfortunately I only recollect two 
lines. The ode was addressed to me, and has had 
unquestionably no equal among all the translations of 
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that Roman gentleman's compositions. It began 

magnificently — 

Descended of an ancient line, 
That long in Irvine staid. 

I have a suspicion, however, that he committed some 

melancholy plagiarism on Dryden in this garland, for 

^* glorious John," in liis translation of the same ode, 

says-^ 

Descended of an ancient line. 

That long the Tuscan sceptre sway'd* 

But to return to my Yule Ode. I sent it to Con- 
stable's Magazine, and, io and behold ! the receipt 
of it was in a most becoming manner acknowledged 
in the next number ; and it was subsequently inserted, 
not among the plebeian trash in the " Poet's Comer," 
but resplendently in the body of the work. This 
was a proud trophy, and Park showed it to his bro- 
ther-in-law, the Rev. Mr Macartney, translator of 
Cicero's Offices, who also expressed himself much 
pleased, if not with its merit, decidedly with the 
occasional eccentricity of the conceptions* 
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CHAPTER III. 

Cmfution — Two Theatres^ A Farce-- TheRobheraofSchiUer 
'^Mrs Radcliffi^s Romances — The Confeseor — Learn 
Jtalian^^The Greenock Advertiser. 

1 HAVE but a very confused recollection of my 
lucubrations between 1796 and 1800. Events are 
jumbled together, and no one appears of sufficient 
prominency, connected with my studies, to deserve 
commemoration. I only know that at the time I was 
very industrious, for, what with business and reading, 
and all those sort of employments to which headlong 
youth is prone, I had very little leisure. 

I recollect, however, that in this period there were no 
less than two theatres in the town. One of them, at 
which were the best actors, was about seven feet high 
in the ceiling. I patronised that house, and the recol- 
lection of two incidents in the representations have 



22 THE LIT££ARY LIFE OF 

Bever ceased to amuse me. One of them was in the 
farce of High Life below Stairs^ when Davy is 
instructed how to manage the stable. The manager^ 
a clever person, played Davy, and when he is tutored 
to let the hungry horses eat the manger, he said, 
aside, to the beggarly account of empty benches, 
*' By Jove, you'll soon eat the manager." The other 
w^ in Macbeth, where the caldron should sink into 
the ground. The stage being on the floor of a loft, 
the three-legged pot, which enacted caldron, walked 
off in a most mystical manner, being drawn by a 
string tied to one of the legs. Just as it got to the 
side scene, something, however, tripped it up, and 
caused it to discharge the whole ingredients of the 
spell, " with eye of newt, and toe of frog," in a 
most improvisatorial manner. 

Some time after these tragical tragedians, Mofl», so 
famous in Lopdon as Lingo, then an old man, came 
to Greenock with a company. I became intimate 
with him, and being then reading of the prolific 
Lopez de Vega, wrote a farce in one day for him, 
exhibiting Lingo as a lover. It was called Lingo's 
Wedding, and he expressed himself much amused 
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with it; but the fear of my mother came over me» and 
I prevented the performance, interdicting all mention 
of the subject in the most judicious filial manner. 
Part of the original manuscript, since I commenced 
this work, has been recovered ; and without any per- 
sonal feeling on the subject at all, I do say that, as 
an effort to excite laughter at the expense of the 
understanding, it is not entirely a failure. The 
character of Lingo seems to have been well preserved ; 
and he has a rival in a Mr Ipsy Dixy, a lawyer^ 
who is conceived with some drollery, and whom he 
characteristically always speaks of as Manylaws. The 
charm of the piece, however, is a Miss Girzy, a 
Scotch cousin of Dominie Felix, to whom Lingo and 
the lawyer are paying their addresses. Lady Grippy, 
in ^* The Entail," is a sound and sober personage 
compared to Miss Girzy. 

It was while Moss was in the town that I fell in 
with Schiller's Robbers — one of those works of genius 
that should only be read once, and that is sufficient 
for life, if it be understood. No subsequent perusal 
can produce an equal effect to that of the first, nor 
the most scrupulous investigation discover in what 
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the merits of the piece consist, but I suspect a pecu- 
liar temperament is essential to the right feeling of its 
energy. 

With the exception of the Robbers and Werter, I 
was never very strongly excited by any productions of 
the German school. Goethe's Wilhelm Meister, which 
I read in after-life, fell far short of my expectation ; 
and his Faust gave me no pleasure, though its glaiks 
of nature were often most impressive. I can compare 
its strong moral only to the effluvia of a corrupted 
corpse, stumbled upon in a dismal cave; or, if the 
reader want a livelier image, let him read Lord 
Byron's juvenile four-volume novel of the Three 
Brothers. 

At this period, another work of genius prodigiously 
affected me — Mrs Radcliffe's Italian, particularly in 
the character of the monk Sehedoni. 

It is now more than thirty years since I saw the 
book ; and yet at times the remembrance comes upon 
me like the lamp-light shadow of some phantasm in 
an " eerie" fit. Perhaps, in making this disclosure, I 
am not saying much for my own taste. It may be 
BO, but it is true 5 and I can recollect no work by 
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which I have been more affected. It set me to Ae 
composition of a tragedy, which I called The Confeik 
sor, and in which were several scenes taken from 
incidents in the romance that I thought impressive. 
What became of the manuscript is unknowd ; for I 
have no recollection of having seen it since my 
return from Greece. 

Besides this work, Mrs Radcliffe's tale had another 
effect, which was perhaps more valuable than writing 
^ch sort of dramas. It inspired me with the desire 
of becoming acquainted with the Italian language'; 
and as desire of any thing has ever been with me ad 
impulse to procure it, I began to teack myself. At 
Greenock, however, I did not make any great profi- 
ciency; nobody there understood the language except 
Spence, who had only a competent knowledge of the 
mathematical articles in the transactions of the Acade- 
mies. Park, there is certainly no accounting for 
tastes, was then occupied with learning, of all things, 
Gaelic. But in London I renewed the study; and 
during the time I was abroad, I could speak it and 
write it with some fluency. I even got so far as to 
write verses, and was long vain of a sonnet that I 
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deemed ft masterpiie^^ dUggegted by Ali&eii'f fiupo^i^ 
«diir($as to .Rome. It tegap 

" ^ patri^ mia, madre ingira^." 
Bi»t I was cured of the^e autlan^ish attempts in ikfi 
pi^a^e QiOd unprofitable art, by reading, Ux an |accoii]|t 
itf .a Frj@9ch Aobl^man's ppu^trynseat, of an ]E)nglish 
garden, where various inscriptions in English ve(i$p 
were here and there set up, like gods and goddesses in 
a ,F?«PcIi parterre. The staves wer§ the work of the 
^aH^lesmeffi Jiimself,^ and showed that he did knpyr 
9€^€^tl4ng of the language, inasmuch as he poss^ss^ 
a.P9iHQ^s ki^wledge of words, with a plentiful la^k 
pf their meaning. This description^ and the versjes ii]i 
partipilbLri was most admonitory, for when 

" the swdl? ^i^tered, J was cured." 
I n^er afterwi^d^ ventured beyond a translation ; 
asj^ity^ P9W full twenty yeax^ sinpe I open<^ m 
]|9,lian bppk, or attempted to speak it, e^^cept l93t 
wijat€^9 .to the celebrated Cpuntejss . Guipioli, and 
Cmm Qfiuinb»9 her brother, when Ifplt myiSelf grpwn 

' I think he was a Montmorenie, 
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About tlie time ikuii I hegaai to learn Italiaii» the 
Greenock Advertises was established, to which Park 
and I became early contributors, as I have mentioned 
in my Autobiograj^y ; but I may as well quote the 
passage here. 

Park, among other things, wrote a very sedate, sen- 
sible letter concerning the history of the place, and 
signed it, most absurdly, ^^ Juvenis." I replied to it in 
a quizzical manner, and signed my letter '< Senez," 
tickled with die name he had assumed. My produc- 
tion was quaint and grave^ and drew from a Mr 
Whitehead, who was afterwards Rector of the Aca- 
demy of Perth, a reply, under the sig^ture of 
" Adoiescens," in which he controverted my anti- 
quarian theories, and, among other things, ridiculed 
^* Senex " for an hypothesis about the bay being called 
St Lawrence. ^^ Senex" replied, and put him in a 
terrible passion, by alluding to an expression he had 
made use of about the saints and a pomdge^t,' sup- 
ponng the youug gentleman had his breakfast in 
view when he was writing his letter. What ensued 

> Porridge of oatmeal is the common breakfast of boys in 
Scc^SancL 
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is terrific, and affords a salutary warnings which all 
critics and authors should lay to heart. We, how- 
ever, soon forgot the altercation, for the young heart 
is plump, and repulsive to disagreeable impressions. 

I have no very clear recollection of any otb^ lite- 
rary incident which happened at that time, except 
writing the biographical sketch of John Wilson, which. 
Dr Leyden published. 

The Doctor was one of the priginal writers in this 
Edinburgh Review, and he resolved to publish a new 
edition of Wilson's descriptive poem of the " Clyde," 
* with a memoir of the author. In this undertaking he 
applied to the poet's daughter for anecdotes, and, as 
an acquaintance, she spoke on the subject to me. 

Wilson had been grammar schoolmaster, and Park 
one of his pupils, 'and also a Mr Hugh Crawford, 
then chief magistrate, and it was agreed that Park 
and the bailie should draw up their recollections, and 
that I should arrange with Mrs Wilson a biogn^hi- 
cal sketch of her father. 

When the three papers were sent to Dr Leyden, he 
returned thanks, and bestowed great laud and praise 
pn mine, without particularly noticing the other two, 
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This made me not a little proud ; and still more so, 
when I saw afterwards in the publication that my 
article, with only a few additions, was the Life pre* 
fixed to the Work. 

Being from home when the doctor's letter arrived, 
Park informed me of the preference my paper had 
obtained, dolorously lamenting the fate of his own 
and the bailie's lucubration. But I then teemed with 
projects, believing that literature was the first of hu« 
man pursuits^ I was, however, a young man» ig^no* 
rant of the world, and who thought the phosphoric 
light, the lambent post obit halo that surrounds a lite- 
rary name, more desirable in a world teeming with 
distress, than the thankless notoriety of endeavouring 
to diminish that evil. 

It seems, however, now, that I ought to be of ^ 
a different opinion, and that I should think my 
boyish ardour was not misdirected. But the world 
and I have long thought differently ; at least,, what I 
have attempted in the way of book-making, is so far 
from answering to the wishes and the hopes of my . 
young ambition, that I care not more for them than 
if they had been habiliments ; nor indeed, for many 
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years, have I employed my pen for a higher objed; 
than the tailor does his needle, or the cobbler his aWh 
But it is not because of my own mediocrity that I af- 
fect to think comparatively little of the trade. It iH 
because I more esteeAi a greater and a brighter pur- 
suit, and believe that there is truth in the old adag^, 
which says, " the man who makes a blade of corn 
grow where it never did before, does more good to 
the v^orld than did Julius Csestar." With this aim I 
ha7e long been animated, and if at times I hare felt a 
higher motive in. literacy tasks than the mere provi- 
ding of forage fo^ fhe animal, it was in the hope of 
showing to some one hereafter, that I was not inca- 
pable of attaining nHore reno\^n ai^ an author, had I 
not been actuated by a better purpose. Indeed, 
though nev6r a sportsfuan with a gun, nor a coisrser 
with harrier, I ato conscious of haviiig been a mighty 
hunter. The wild beasts of the wilderness have h^n 
diased by my schemes, and have fled in alarrti from 
my progeny,^ 

» This is literally true, my youngest son has this day, (20th 
I^ov. 1^3,) a letter from his elctest brothcfr, who intends to 
settle on the blanks of Lake Htiron, in which he mentions, that. 
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being alone in the fawat, he lott hit way, and waa obliged to 
sleep out, and that during the night a wolf or a deer came upon 
him, which his pointer scared. I think, by the way, thia a good 
f object for a picture,— a boy asleep, attended by a do^ lost in the 
primeTal woods, and a wild beast coming upon him. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Patriotic Effusions-- A Letter from Park^The Battle of 
Largs, 

When the late war was renewed, for I consider 
the republican and imperial aggressions of France but 
as different stages of the same conflict, Park and I 
wrote various songs of a Tyrtaean character, and 
secretly sent them to Constable's Magazine. As they 
were afterwards copied into the newspapers, they 
were probably deemed above par ; at least we thought 
so, especially when the second brace appeared. If 
ever induced to collect my poems, I will not forget 
these eflFusions. 

But our patriotism was not confined, like that of 
poets in general, to song-making ; we wrote also prose 
exhortations, and then I sounded the depths of our 
townsmen's ardour, by originating their oflFer of ser- 
vice to form two companies of volunteer riflemen or 
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sharpshooteirs* Bat soon after this the incident 
ocourred which induced me to quit Greenock. HU, 
however, the Exodus actually took place, there was no 
material alteration in my way of life. I am conscious, 
boweyer, from the period I decided on that step, of 
inwardly experiencing a transmutation of character, 
although the full effect of it did not manifest itself till 
some time after my arrival in London : I felt towards 
my different friends and companions a kind of resolu- 
tion, mingled with the habitude of regard, by which 
their position was materially changed in my estima- 
tion. I do not know if this was amiable ; but I sus* 
pect something of the same sort happens to every one 
from the period he first determines to quit the bosom 
of the community in which he has spent his youth. 
The change, however, may not have much to do with 
the will. It is probably only an involuntary effect of 
the new topics which the measure of removal natu«< 
rally leads the mind to consider ; and what I regarded 
as resolution, may have been no more than the influ- 
ence arising from the adventurous way of life I had 
resolved upon. But it is not my object, neither in 
this book, nor was it in my Autobiography, to ascertain 
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it: what maimer mutations of character can be acxMnmt- 
ed for. I only propose to myself to give a fidr de* 
soription of facts as they happened, without int^or* 
tionally biassing their impression on the leader. Tlie 
leaning of all rneii in their own favour is, I hope, not 
with me greater than with my neighbours, though it 
miay probsibly be obviously enough strong to incline 
me in doilbtful matters to think myself in the right* 

But what is( here stated is not the thodght of the 
moment ; evidence exists^ and shall be quoted, caleii- 
lated to show that J[ do not state a post opinion ; tmA 
the reader cati determine for himself how far I am 
justified by facts in idleging that there was at ilm 
period a mingling of resolution with my habitual affee* 
tidiis. 

In burning my correspondence with Park, t pi**- 
served a few scraps of the letters ; some of them ar^ 
curious^ as biographical documents. What induced 
n^ to do so is no longer remembered, but a friend 
met with them lately in looking over my old papet% 
and they are inserted here to show the state of my 
mind at the very threshold of life. The first is dftted 
on the 28th of August, 1804, about three months 
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titter I first lelft Iiome, and it must hare been saved 
from the flames on account of the verses to Tvhich it 
refers. 

" There is no pleasure that I receiye equal to what your 
letters afford, except when I sit down to reply to them, which I 
always do when my time is most desolate, for then I get into 
green pastures that refresh and invigorate my spirits, and enable 
me to pass two or three days of desert with some alacrity and 
cheerfulness. — More poetry, you see I The above came off with 
great fluency the other evening when I was musing in a sombre 
mood upon more things than words can express, which, if they 
could, one would be shy and blate of communicating, even to the 
indulgent ear of friendship. In spite of all my efforts I shall 
grow romantic. I fear 1 have mistaken my own character, and 
that it is unfit for struggling through the crowd of puddling 
citizens. In time 1 may get weU forward, but I shall be more 
obliged to the influence of those who know me than to my own 
exertions. My exertions will only preserve ; they cannot ex- 
plore and enquire, for I am too sensitive to fame to venture much 
on dhance, and I believe that the supposed modesty of my dif- 
position was really but a kmd of Oriental pride, that expected to 
be courted when my acquaintance thought I blushed to intrude. 
I sa^f my acquaintance, for your penetration must have long 
seen the bi^s of my character. When any plain direct object 
whatever is to be attained by the suppression of a series of com- 
prehensible difficulties, I am very capable of perseverance — I 
think myself capable of reaching the goal ; but to pry and peep 
after an infinitude of little affairs that may yield a few pounds, 
and not one atom of honour, is what I shall never be able to do 
wHh success ; and not to socceed where even comparative igno- 
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ranee and stupidity gain affluent distinction, how low shoald I 
become I This, however, is all perhaps the result of the multitu-' 
dinous impression which the first view of this vast city fixed on 
the mind ; for when I reflect on the extraordinary changes to 
which the dispositions of individuals are liable, 1 8(ill eatertain 
the hope of being able to contend on the arena of the Exchange 
with the subtlest Jew that frequents it. I have become very- 
knowing in my investigations of character. I examine with the 
microscope of the naturalist and the knife of the anatomist, and 
oflen where I should smile I suffer emotions of disgust — all 
this unfits me for making friends, and turns my thoughts back 
with longing regret to former associates, and yet to the conimon 
eye of the world I must appear to have good reason to be 
satisfied. My views are as prosperous as those of most young 
men in a similar situation, and very few young men of business 
here have such a good circle of acquaintances. But I want an 
object to fill my thoughts — something to accomplish — something 
to make me in earnest with life.*' 

This letter is, I think, very striking. I have no 
remembrance of having ever read it since it was writ- 
ten till this time, the 2d of December, 1833, but I re- 
collect the inapressions under which it was composed, 
and my reluctance to admit to my own mind that 
there was not something per se valuable in the 
advantages of affluence and condition. 

It happens that the reply of Park is before 
me, and is. very appropriate to this work, charao*. 
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teristic of our confespondenoe, and calculated to 
afford a favourable specimen of Us taste and judg- 
ment — viz. 

*< Gfeenocky 2d September, 1804. 
*' My dear FribnD', — The Scottish Welcome is one of the 
hjq>piest productions of your eccentric muse. I was both divert- 
ed and afiected by it. In my opinion the Scottish dialect is 
particularly adapted to subjects of this kind. There is ten times 
more of warmth and tenderness in the joyful loquacity of the 
Gudeman, than in all the fine-spun sentiments you would have 
been obliged to put into his mouth in writing an English poem 
on the same occurrence. The recollection of one line of the 
description of the Dominie, 

' His cockit hat*B no dune,* 

has more than once made me screw my lips into a simper, when 
I durst not venture on an open laugh. The impatience of the 
gudeman at the * bleerH tpunk,* when he threatens to throw on 
the wife*s rock and wheel, is well imagined, but I think he goes 
lather too far when he adds 

' Gude spin her to the deil : * 

however * cock up ihe bodie in the nook' makes amends for all. 

*« You see I have s^nt you a performance in return. The 
merits of such pieces consist chiefly in a certain neatness of 
point, but I am far frotn thinking that I have attained these in 
any considerable degree. 

** I am more grieved than surprised at the picture you draw of 
the melancholy state of your feelings at particular moments. The 
situation in which you at present stand, separated for the first 
time fi'om your friends, and surrounded by multitudes who move 
before your eyes like the figures in a camera obscura, without 
exd^g ^ single emotion of sympathy or affection, cannot fiiil tq 
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produce an nocoinfiMrtabile^ state of mind. There is, however, 
consolation in reflecting, that, although previous views of life 
may he clouded hy such means, they cannot surely be perma- 
nently darkened. The despondency of which you complain is 
less the effect of your peculiar disposition than you perhaps 
imagine. I believe it would be felt by most people in dmilar 
circumstances, and it will undoubtedly pass away as soon as you 
are fully interested in your new pursuits, and the natural regret 
at parting from your friends at home has subsided. I am&r 
from being unacquainted with that kind of moral hypochondria 
which you describe : on the contraiy I am very subject to it, «ad 
a listless indifference to the concerns of life is the form which it 
most frequently assumes. We must not, however, suffer the 
vigour of our minds to be enfeebled by such phantasms. If yon 
consider the subject fairly, we shall find abundant motives for 
exertion in the hope of attaining a respectable station in society, 
and as gratifying the natural wishes of parents and friends, whose 
hopes and expectations chiefly turn on our success in business ; 
therefore, I beseech you, check all dispositions to grow romantic, 
and endeavour to get rich as soon as possible by all honourable 
means. This is the great road to happiness on which the bulk 
of mankind travel, and I am inclined to think it is the surest, for 
I liave no great confidence in bypaths. 

** I am glad you are pleased with the three new stanzas. I 
was at first apprehensive that the simile of the fifer was 
Bather in the low style, but your approbation has reassured me. 
The anecdote of your lodger is not a little flattering, and the 
observations which foUow superlatively so. But I dare not trust 
to any thing you say in the present state of your feelings. How- 
ever, I do not lose one particle of gratification on this score ; 
for the overplus of praise which my conscience will not allow me 
to accept in my poetical .capacity, I place to the account of your 
partiality to me as a friend, which affords me at least equtd plea* 
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sure. { l^ye po^ yet ieteniuned ia what maimer I sl^ alt^r 
the )me about the thorn, the prickles of which seem still to annpj 
you. There is something in the three open vowels ' on an 
•DsweTy' whiicfa ofieods my ear, and yet I cannot aubttitttte aagr 
thing better than your amendment. The verses to the old man 
in lona have not been sent to the Magazine. I do not think 
them above mediocrity ; but when I am in want of poetical 
matter, I shall perhaps copy them for you. 

** Do you read the Edinburgh Review still ? Lord Lauderdale 
has been severely iiandled by Brougham, who is at present 
courting the &vour of Mr Pitt by every possible method. I)is 
brdship has a pamphlet in the press in answer to his strictures. 
I am told he is in a high passion. Yours truly, 

** James Paril" 

I have not looked at Park's letter till this time 
since I received it, more than nine-and-twenty years 
ago ; but it is a good specimen of our correspondence ; 
not, however, particularly so, for I do regard his 
letters as valuable papers. It happens, also, that this 
particular epistle is characteristic, for, like many 
others, he never could believe me so frank in my dis- 
closures, so naked in the exhibition of my feelings, 
as I really was ; and for a long time this was uni- 
versally the case. Latterly, however, I have met 
with more credit than I enjoyed in my younger years, 
in which the hardships of life pressed more easily. 
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and when I stood not 8o in awe of fortune. In- 
deed, the obligations of a father and a husband are 
no jokes ; and the generality of the world can com- 
prehend what they are, disguise our feelings as we 
may. 

Some time after the letter from Park, the circum- 
stances that made my situation in London so irksome 
continued to increase, and having but little to do, I 
prepared the Battle of Largs for the press. 
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CHAPTER V. 



The Battle of Largs. 



The circumstances are mentioned in my Autobio* 
graphy attending the printing and suppression of my 
Gothic poem of the Battle of Laxgs. Since that 
time a copy of the work has been found, and on 
looking at it I see indications of more originality 
than I had supposed it to possess; in this respect, 
particukr passages seem to show that the strengdi 
of the hope of doing better things, with which I was 
thep animated, was not illusory. One may speak 
thus of an action performed thirty years ago« 

It may not be generally known, that Gothic poetry 
is ^lUch like that style^of ajrchitecture, wonderfully 
enriched all over with images and tracery. The 
odes of Gray, though very beautiful, do not furnish 
an adequate idea of it ; but those of Warton, relatire 
to Windsor Castle, are better. The translation of 

VOL. I. D 
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The Edda, though somewhat bald, ^es, however, a 
clearer notion of its peculiarities. It abounds in per^ 
sonifications and occult allusions, and differs as much 
from works of classical taste, as a Gothic cathedral 
does from a Grecian temple. 

The Battle of Largs is a sort of Gothic epic ; and 
I remember very well that it cost me a great deal of 
research altogetlier distinct from the composition. 
To ehable the reader, however, to judge of it for 
himself, I shall quoi;e a few verses. 

The subject is the invasion of Scotland in the year 
1263, by Hstko, King of Norway, and the repulse at 
Ae Danes and Norwegianis by Alexander lit. Th<^ 
eoiiistruction would have extorted approbation from 
Aristotle himself. It opens by the Weird sisters 
being summoned together by the thuhder drum, t& 
work war and woe ; and the description of a magical 
coiij oration to the Scandinavian God Lok, whom they 
propitiate, to assist them in influencing the destiiiy ol 
Hako, is not badly imagined. Lok, wheeciled by their 
spell, sends trie, a personification of superstitious 
dread, to awe the mind of the Norwegian King. The 
first canto cohcludes with an account of his military 
^parations. ' 
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Caiit4> secoild opens with in aooOuiit of a dnuiiyivlth 
which Erie had tainted themind of Hako« Theli tbe 
^ facvald scalds" call die diiefs to a state meetings at 
whkh. Ifae king dedatoi his intentbn to invade Soot* 
had': a kind of Homeric account of the ^dforent inter- 
loentots follows. After the debate, the peers adjourA 
to a royal erening party, at which a bard sings 
the adventures of Odin. 

The third canto brings again the three &tal sisters 
on the stage. In the course of their conversation it ap- 
pears King Hako, with all his fleet, is at sea, which 
naturally leads to a description of their voyage till the 
ships arrive in Kirkwall Bay. After having passed 
the winter there, the passage in the spring to the 
Hebrides is described. 

The fourth eanto opens with an account of the 
King of Scotland residing at Falkland, when a mes- 
senger arrives with the news of Hako having landed 
at Largs. The effect of the alarm is narrated, and 
the march of the Scottish army to meet the invaders. 

The fifth and last canto relates to the battle, and 
the employment, during the contest, of the weird sisters 
in spinning and cutting the thread of Ibfe, 
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Thie Story concludes with the discomfiture of Hako, 
and the victory of the Scots. 

A fable is not of v^ry great importance, as Homer 
has shown, to an epic poem, and no great pains ap*- 
pear to have been taken in that respect with the Bat* 
tte of Laigs, the character of which must be judg^ 
by extracts. 

The address in the first canto to Lok, by the weird 
sisters, is characteristic of Gothic poetry. 

Oh, sire of woe, thy dreadful will 

Alert and daily we fulfil — 

Around hoarse Maelstrom's roaring tide, 

The white-maned billows oft we ride. 

And shrieking shrill for thee incite 

Nature's fierce fitful bedlamite^ 

The howling wind, to chase and hurry 

Bich-laden barks to the sea-fury. 

The hideous Storm that dozing lay. 
Thick blanketed in clouds all day, 
Behind sulphureous Hecla, we 
Roused to this wrecking wrath for thee, 
And sent him raging round the world, 
High in a thund'ring chariot hurl'd ; 
Whose steeds exulting with their load. 
As the grim fiend they drag abroad. 
Whisk with their tails the turrets down 
Of many a temple, tower, and town. 
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Th^ description of Lok also may be quoted for 
the freedom of the outline, — 

Lok, wrapt in secrecy and gloom. 
Bent his vast eye through hell's dense fume- 
He saw, and stretch'd his truncheon forth. 
Whose length extends from south to north, 
And as he waves it east or west. 
The turns are by the winds express'd — 
As his wide scarf evolves or folds. 
Or day or night the world beholds. 
The plumes that crest his dreadful helm 
The wintry welkin oft o'erwhelm— 
The hills, that strength to kingdoms yield. 
Are but the bosses of his shield ; 
And when the deadly lightnings glare, 
*Tis but his polish'd falchion bare. 

The appearance of the Baltic, with the Norwegian 
fleet. Is also aot destitute of picturesque circum- 
stances. 

The Baltic, vext by prows and oars, 
Murmur'd from all her sounds and shores. 
The shores, with glittering armour bright, 
Flash'd o'er the sea portentous light 
Siich as along the polar sky 
The sad seer-swains of Scotland eye 
With pallid hearts, and thence forewarn 
What shad make many a matron mourn. 
And spangled Kings infect with pain. 
The hurling human hurricane. 
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The description, by Hako^ of Erie, is also not with- 
out spirit. 

Methought 
A silent-footed phantoni sought 
"My couch. Her looks sulphureous glow — 
Her furnace-eyes, that burn'd beloW 
A dismal forehead, glaring wide, 
Like caves by night in Hecla's side. 
And what her fangs foir staff did grasp, 

'Twas fir'd ir'n— Sell*s hatchway's hasp. 

• « « • 4 . 

By firowning clifis, and moaning caves^ . 
That grudged and gloom'd the ocean waves. 
She lured my steps. At length she stood« 
And scowling o*er the weltering flood. 
That louder raged, she stretch'd hefr hand, 
Clutching the red Tartarean brand. 
Aloft, and as the black clouds sunder*d. 
Dared the high Heavens till they thunder'd. 

In what follows, there may not be a very qiiot^ble 

passage, but there are several verses and similes 

which display more freedom of expression than I 

thought myself possessed of. The simile of an old 

soldier is picturesque. It is, however, not original. 

Like some old tower that decks the plains* 
For which the garrulous village swains, 
While sitting on the sWard at eve, 
With many a pensive survey grieve-; 
And to the enquiring pilgrims tell, 
What chiefe around its ramparts fell. 
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And how their fathers saw h stand. 

The pridcratid refuge of the land 

Again, the pktufe to the mind of a rough saragtt 
scene is better. 

As in some shaggy alpine wild. 

Amidst a hundred mountains piled. 

His far-seen head of granite rears 

Some huger hill, and sternly hears 

The cloud-wrapt storm, while all his woods. 

And rock t)recipitated floods, 

In dreadful dissonance comhined. 

Astound the ear, and awe the mind. 

The description of the Royal ffeast having been 
published in the Scots Magazine at the time, need 
not be repeated; but the voyage of the invaders 
affords a few verses that display something at least 
not conmion. The speech of Wirandi to her sisters, 
in particular, possesses touches of poetic wildness; and 
the following account of a phenomenon of the northern 
sea, is striking, — 

The silenced winds had ceased to sigh. 
The sun stood lonely in the sky, 
No hird the viewless air sustmn'd. 
But only sky and sea remain'd. 
When slowly up the northern skies 
A dusky spire began to rise. 
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Still high, tod higher still it grew— 
Amazement through the navy flew ; 
Still high, and higher still it rose. 
And fill'd the fleet with fended woes ; 
Still high— so high it now had reach*d. 
That every eye, uptum*d and stretch'd, 
Coidd gaze no more — it seem*d to bend. 
And to the western verge descend ;— 
Bridging the sea from north to west, 
A living arch appear'd confest 
A rustling fluttering stirs the ear. 
And wearied straggling birds appear. 
While the slope sun his radiance flings 
On countless breasts and twinkling wings ; 
For, lo ! the sign so dread and strange 
Was birds upon their annual range. 

The appearance of winter, in my opinion, is in a 
few words impressive. 

Sad Iceland saw black Winter come, 
Brushing the ocean into foam. 

And the Spring afterwards disarming the warrior 
Winter, is not without prettiness. 

— Till spritely Spring's appeasing smile 
Drew warring Winter from his toil ; 
Who ibndly fain, and gruffly shy, 
Reviews and shuns her radiant eye ; 
While she, with soft and gay caresses. 
His dreadful dazzling mail unbraces. 
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He yield:!, though half ashamed to ykM, 
His crystal adamantine shield. 
The spear of deadly cold ungraspt, 
The helm of sable storms undaspt; 
Forgot the sisters' dire behest. 
He sighs and sinks upon her breast* 

After this Armida and Rinaldo proceeding, the 
voyage through the Hebrides affords some good 
description, especially ^hen it is remembered that my 
poem is an older publication than the Lay of the 
Last Minstrel, and before the public taste was in- 
fluenced by the strains of Sir Walter Scott. 

The arrival of the news of the invaders at Falk* 
land palace is not ill imagined. 

The bugle frightful clangour flung, 
The mountain echoes wildly rung ; 
A banner wavering in the night. 
Far blaz'd the beacon's lurid light. 
Anon the distant hills on fire. 
Inflame the patriot's lofty ire. 
With thundering hoo& and sparkling feet. 
The thronging warriors hurrying meet ; 
The snorting steeds defiance neigh, 
The soldiers ban the tardy day. 
All night the eager host amain 
Rush'd from the valleys to the plain, 
As torrid streams impetuous run. 
When the black welkin veils the sun^ 
VOL. I. E 
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And from tbe frantic lightning's heel 
Resounds the doubling thunder peal* 



This is very well. The two laat lines are, in my 
own opinion, appropriate and philosophical. And 
tba roused spirit of the country is not undeserving of 
being quoted. 

At length the m&rn» with oheerM light, 
Broke the monotony of night. 

• • • • 

The hardy village leaps to afins, 
Tlie gprgeous city mails her swarms ;•*• 
The forge, the flail, the loom, the line. 
The Tarfous sons of toil resign. 
And, panting for the standard fleld, 
Assume the spear, the bow, the shield. 

Nor is the march of the Scottish anny without 
poetry. 

To the loud pipes the valleys rung, 

The cliffs were cluster'd with the young ; 

ThQ old, at eveiy cottage door. 

The boon of victory implore. 

On every, tower to cheer the brave. 

The high-born dames tlieir kerchieft wave ;. 

The cowled monks» with lifted handa^ 

Pray at their gates» and bless the bands ; 

While hooded nuns the lattioe throngs 

To view tlw waniors wind alcsog. 
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Indeed the whole fourtfi canto eontaiiis passages 
that I would not be ashamed of having recently 
written. 

The fifth and last canto opens spiritedly. 

Unfurl the standard, sound the horn. 
High on the battlemaits of mord 
The warder of the dl^ appesrt. 
And, hark, the eager army cheers I 
The foe akeady shines prepared. 
And deems uneonqoer'd Scotland stiared. 

The following simile has mexit and originality :-» 

As o'er the waves an isle of ice 
Comes with its crystal precipice, 
And silvery spires, and dazzling streams^ 
All orient in the summer beams ; 
Awhile the seaman pleased surveys 
The glorious pageant's distant blaze. 
But as it nears, the freezing air 
Turns his delight to chill despair, 
And ofl he strives, and strives in vain. 
The open rippling sea to gain, 
Till shipwreck-crush'd he hopeless lies. 
And more by fear than suffering dies : 
So gay^ a&r, so dreadful near, 
Did bold Stratbern in fight a^qpear. 

Perhaps the employment of the weird sisteis 
during tiie iMittle is om of tiic b«sl psMigl^ in iht 
poem. 
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Deep ia their dark eternal den 

The sisters spun the fates of men. 

Urd turn*d the wheel, whose hooming jar 

Roll'd horribly to suit the war. 

The orbed spokes, with furious sweep. 

Send stormy blast across the deep ; 

Wirandi twines with backward tread 

And stretched arms the destin*fi thread,' 

Which Sculdi, wrapt in shades and fears. 

Parts with her loud resounding shears, 

And as the fatal texture falls, 

The mortal's earthly name she calls, 

> Tl^is image is deriyed from a remmiscence of my childhood. When 
very young, I had great delight and wonderment in looking at a woman 
spinning wool on what is called in the west of Scotland ** the muckle 
Tvheel,'* turning the periphery round most majestically with one hand, and 
drawing the thread out from the rowan with the other, gradually stretch- 
ing her arm as she drew out the thread walking backwards. The em- 
ployment stands in my fancy as the most sublime and mystical of human 
avocations. 

The rowan, for the benefit of my English readers, I should explain, was 
the roll into which the wool was carded. One particular person is recol- 
lected for spinning and singing at the same time — her song was Death and 
the Lady, beginning, ** Fair lady, lay thy costly robes aside;*' and the 
reader may be thankful I do not recollect more of it. I must, however, 
tlien have been very young, for the idea of the lady — God knows how! — 
came to be associated with the name of the late Duchess of Gordon. I 
had not then seen her Grace, nor indeed till long afterwards, when I had 
her ii) my arpas. I was behind her coming out of Westminster Hall at 
Lord Melville^s trial, and, her carriage horses startling as she was about 
to go in, Bh« flew back, and ^as caught by me as she stumbled, 
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The song, while the spinsters are spinning, is 
impressive. 

" Twine quickly, weird sister, twine 
Dread Destiny's mysterious line," 
Dark Sculdi sings. " The wolf of war, 
Rude Buclian, dies with many a scar ; 
Grim Sweno^ tower of Danish force, 
Is stretch'd a ghastly, gory corse. 
Lo ! in the air, high arching, flies 
A rainhow in the stormy skies. 
The guttering lance'of bold StrathernI" 

But I fear the patience of the reader is exhausted. 
I have only to add one circumstance connected with 
the history of this composition, — ^my delight when I 
discovered thai Urd, Wirandi, and Sculdi, the 
names of the weird sisters, signified literally the past, 
the present, and the future. 
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CHAPTER VI, 

General Befledions relative to the Staie ofmif Mind at the close of 
1804. 

I BO not at this time recollect the particular rear 
sooa wUeh induced me to suppress the Battle of Laigs, 
but it was probably owing to my general dissatis&e* 
tion with the work. The printing of a manuseript is 
like the varnishing of a picture — ^it requires experience 
to predict what will be the result. It would, how- 
ever, be more prudent perhaps to say that I was in- 
fluenced by considerations arising from my mercan- 
tile connexions ; but, in plain truth, matters of that 
sort never weighed so much with me as my own likes 
and dislikes, for I have always been a little wayward 
in my dispositions, and I do not hesitate to confess 
this, especially as it is of little consequence now to 
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v!iat extent the iitfimifty may hsre predorainaleel ; 
but, at that tune, a very great change took place in 
my character^ aoid I almoftt Teeolteet the day on wlvidi 

it happened* Previously, I was, like most young 
men, in^ned to oiltivale ostemtationi means of attimct* 

ing attention, but very suddenly I became, upon 
resolution, eomparatively a retired person, and a veso* 
lation with me was always of the most immediate and 
dedsire effect.. This acknowledgment is not an afteiw 
thought, for it happens, strangely enough, that doctr* 
mentary evidence exists of the fact. Among my 
pafpcss has been foond a letter to Park, wrtltea 
at that time, recording the nature of my cogita- 
tbns^ how it has been preserved, canno4 now be 
explained, but it is a singular voucher, and in the 
records of decisive resolutions deserves a: place, turn^^ 
ing up, as it does, at the close of a very various life^ 
when the object has been in some degree attained. 

•^ London, Sih November, 1804. 
" Mt znuR FrienD) 

** Foreseeing a vast stoek of communicable subject, I 

have ietermiaed to write wUh as mach hMnify as is consislent 

^irAki fepwpmMy* Give yourself no tmeasiness about the adtioe 

in your letter of the 30th ult A wonderful change has taken 

plaee k my estimadon of mafiloBd, and if I had nbt been dSMq>- 
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pointed of a private opportunity last Saturday, you should have 
received a full exposition of my sentiments. I consider your 
advice as a disinterested proof of your attachment, and, so far as it 
coincides with my own opinion, it shall be adopted. This is all 
I can promise, but it will be performed. My friends at Lloyd's ! 
I am about to unfold my whole bosom. The disclosure will, I 
know, affect you ; but be not uneasy, I am now certain of my 
condition. The spells of hope are really gone ; and while I re- 
gret the explosion of dreams so delightful, ihefiertS of independ- 
ence lifts me so far above despondency, that I almost exult at my 
unpatronized and unfriended denization. I am deeper than you 
imagine ; there is a system pervading all my desires that may be 
accomplished. But it was not till I felt myself solitary in 
JLondon, till I had ruminated on my past enjoyments, that I was 
convinced of the bias of my inclinations, and the inordinate am- 
bition that influenced the whole of my undertakings and projects. 
I was unknown to myself; and though sensible of acting by a 
plan, I was not aware that it was the constitutional tendency of 
my mind. To come, however, to the point, that by a detail of 
the past, you may have a key to the motives of my future con- 
duct ; know, that whatever the world, that is the circle of our 
youtliful companions, may think, I have always been the same 
person that I shall in future appear. I have only changed my 
objects, and it has given me pain beyond expression and suffering, 
that those who know the vehemence of my feelings only can con- 
ceive. Perfectly acquainted with my father's circumstances, 
which, though decent, are not opulent, and certain that in all the 
train of my relations, there was not one who could promote my 
fortunes, I was very early impressed with the necessity of ren- 
dering myself the architect of my own elevation, I therefore 
applied to business with assiduity • • • the consequence 
of wliich was, that I received many compliments, and my igno- 
rance of mankind led me to receive them as tokens of friendship. 
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My profession, nor even my share of its toil, did not sufficiently 
ei^oss my mind ; and poetry, the common evaporation of ardent 
spirits, carried off that ennui, wliich would have embittered my 
lekure, since I had not the materials of being a Nood. Bat even 
in my poetiy a design entered, and I was seised at an eailier 
period than you suppose, with the notion of showing that literary 
studies were not incompatible with business ; and whatever the 
world may afterwards think, you know the times and hours of 
my devotion to the muse, were those that our companions spent 
in idle conversations, or worse. And I cannot, with more pro- 
priety than in this place, disclose an anecdote, which has often 
diverted me since, and which I once, in one of our favourite 
walks, had almost attained the fortitude of relating. Do you 
recollect when we were at McGregor's, that yaa lent me the 
Iliad? when I had finished the perusal— it was in my old bed- 
room«— I went with all the enthusiasm of a young mind that feels 
more than it reasons, and prayed that I might be able to produce 
something like it. From that moment my poetical vein opened, 
although it was not till I left the Custom-house that I did any 
thing but meditate. When I had finished the absurd ode of the 
Seasons, the idea struck me to prove, that literary propensities 
were not disorderly ; and the resolution, with different degrees of 
sincerity, operated on my conduct till the heinous business of 
, which, with the narrowness of my prospects, determined 
me to quit Greenock. 

" You may guess from the querulous tone of my letters, that 
after the first interviews here, I was not very well pleased 
with my new friends. To detail this part of my memoirs would 
occupy too much of my paper ; I must therefore leave it till I 
see you next month. Suffice it for the present, that after the 
invitations bestowed in compliment to the toriiert of my letters, I 
observed indifference gradually inserted between me and those 
newfoiendSf tSU some of them passed me as if I had been a stranger. 
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AH tbis stuDg ne t0 the quick. But k was not tSl the otber 
ilay» wiieattdLed mynaBie^ tbafc I would dischai^ m^ hopes ^at 
canMimtfy ^Ueaoated Ihe tisaost ^neral n^teet which I Bam 
/ensuing. Prov^ikedand enraged ai this ciroumstaiice» I tore the 
' dduflioaiiflin srf mind^ and neTez j^n will I addiess mjsdf to 
thcfinendahipol'inenAaiite, I will speak to them thcou^ their 
inteiest, but no loiter than it serves mj own pmpose ; and I will 
act for n^^self, regardless of thdr opinion, and c^the of^uoii of 
ereiy bodjit so far as mj conduct remahis agreeable to a ceo- 
science dire even to imprDprieties e^ speech. Fortunately my 
tboogys reco^ now ficoai that gaud of condition to which I was 
prone by the deference that I saw bestowed upon wealth. But 
deference k not respect, and happfly nay recofiection, always 
attached to the scene of my iniancy, enables rae to say, thatwith 
* independence and a enui,* I shall not be far removed from hap^- 
piness. If I obtain affiuence, I hope I can use it with discretion ; 
and if I must contcact my wishes, I hope to fasve sufficient phL- 
losopfay to emlsace my destiny without fear. I am alone. But 
it is not necessary that I should play antics to show my freedom ; 
at the same tone, my ambition diall haivefull scope, and mthkig 
<]£ honourable and fair procedure shuH be omitted to obtain the 
distioction which I have so long coveted, and which gravitstcd 
all my addons, even when the neighbours praked the prudoiC 
Mr Inkle. When I say I am alone, it is wkh respect to the 
objects of my actions as they will tinge my fortunes The fmnds 
and the associates of my happiext Hfe, I trust, shall dws^ prevent 
rae from saying that I am alone in the world. £bwever, my 
dear friend, if with this unsophisticated confession, and your own 
knoKviedge of ray nature, you should think that the intiraaey ef 
our fanaliarity is too hx a state of coannunication^ to hold widt a 
man that is resolved to be distinguished, act wholly as you 
f^ase, although I should deeply and sotely regret an altemtioB 
that woidd disappoint the flattery «f my fiatli in your aibetnB. I 
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oust hete stoj^ for Eolkude, Uiat noiimlies egoHam, abo aoftent 
the heart ; and the tears that the mirth of society sometimes carries 
of, accumulate and dim the eye of the Hermit, often overflowing 
thdr resenrmrs when no visible sorrow oan be discoTered. 

" The heat in which I have written has given a tone of romance 
to some of my expressions, or perhaps the subject itself u of a 
chamcter where oommon phrases would have fialed to convey 
the ideas. Now for business." 

This letter ehowBhow green I must Imve beeninmy 
biowledge of the world, not to think ignorance and 
folly had as much to do with human affidn as inte-- 
rest. Interest may be a very solid fulcrum for states-^ 
men who have to move mankind in masses, but Pro- 
vidence works with individuals, and the hero and the 
sparrow are of equal importance in the great system 
of its beneficence. A man thinks too much of himself 
Tvho imagines general maxims may be applied to his 
petty affairs. 

The whole tendency of my experience has been to 
convince me, that Pope, and all such philosophical 
reasoners, err when they suppose that the world is- 
ruled by general laws. They see that it is not by 
universal laws, and therefore suppose it is by the 
nearest modification possible of that principle. Hence 
their inference ; but in my opinion Providence rules 
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by particular laws ; and It appears to me consonant 
to all Ideas of an Omnipotent Deity that it should do 
so, nor do I imagine that the frame of things Is liable 
to those vicissitudes which are spoken of as instances 
of a particular providence, for I can. see nothing in 
Nature that is not systematic — a continual preordi- 
nation of causes and effects, demonstrating that some 
incomprehensible Intelligence must have been exer- 
cised from the beginning. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Desultory Beading^^Astrology andAkhymy^^The Discovery 
of the LnperishMe Ink^Witekcraft. 

After my return from Scotland, my attention to 
literature continued, but I wrote little. It seemed to 
me that true learning consisted not in the recollection 
of things, but in knowing the books that treated of 
them best. Accordingly, I was a voracious reader ; 
and such was my desire for knowledge, that in some 
respects it gave rise to very ludicrous aberrations. 
For example, I became most learned in astrology, but 
soon discovered the fallacy that is in the judicial pre- 
tension. I had gone, however, far enough to see with 
what ingenuity professors of my kind often conceal 
their recondite lore ; nor can I yet describe the sort 
x)f chuckling pleasure I had in discovering that the 
mathematical Solomon, Sir Isaac Newton, as well as 
Milton, were both astrologers of the genus to which 
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I aspired, and that the far-famed doctrine of the Tides 
and Seasons was not astronomical, but astrological, 
though Sir Isaac was cunning enough to give it a 
heavenly character, Milton, in the following verses, 
seemed always to me not entirely free from astrolo- 
gical cogitations : — 

" Let there be lights 
High in the expanse of heaven, to divide 
The day from night ; and let them be for si ffu^ 
For seasons, and for days and circling years." 

** And nmdfr the st«rs» 

And set them in the firmament of heaven 
To illuminate the earth, and rule the day 
In their vicissitiide, and rule the night." 

** For heaven 
Is as the BtKik of God before thee set, 
Wherein to read his wond*rous works, and learn 
His seasons, hours, or days, or months, or years,** 

*' Wliatifthesun 
Be centre to the world, and otlier stars 
By his attractive virtue and their own 
Incited, dance about him various rounds?"^ 

But the Seventh and Eighth B<k^3 of the <^ Pin- 
ladise Lost," bad b^ter be consolted hy tbe reader 
who may be caricHis on tins potnt Hiey aboimdi in 
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astiologicai aUunons, and die very prindples with 
n^ch the poet seems to have conoeived the world to 
lacfe been endowed from tiie Creation, are derived 
fpom that spedes of astrology to which I refer. The 
difference, indeed, between it and the science called 
astronomy, is simply and comprehensively this : the 
astrologers suppose that the stars have an influence 
that extends to the earth — ^the astronomers do not re* 
oegnise the existence of this influence, but acknow- 
ledge that when certain stars are visible in the hea* 
xeasj certain phenomena take place on the earth. 
Whether there is such an influence as the astrologers 
have assimted, is not in the power of man to deter- 
mine ; but, saving the hypothesis of this influence, 
there is no difference between the doctrines of the old 
astrologer who dwelt in London,^ and the royal com- 
missioner who has his watch-tower on Greenwich 
HiU. La Place was undoubtedly an astrologer, or 
pexiiaps, more discareetly speakings an astronomer o{ 
the old scbod. 

The fact is, that astrology,, in its* philosophical 

' " There was an old astrologer, in London he did dwelL" 
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sense, is very little understood now ; and perhaps 
when I say that it professes only to index, by the 
stars, the changes on the earth, there may be some 
who wUl not think it so very ridiculous as the belie^. 
vers in fortune-telling, by their credulity and misap- 
plication of the name, make it appear. 

I was also a reader of alchymical books to a very 
great extent, both in rhyme and reason. 

It must strike the reader, as he opens the first 
alchymical book, that it is a science most absurdly 
arranged. Instead of deriving its nomenclature from 
the qualities of substance^, it consists of arbitrary 
names for all the things of whiqh it takes cognizance* 
In a word, the study of the science is in ascertaining* 
the qualities of things to which the names give no 
cue. Beyond this, the reader need not be told, how- 
ever, that I made no great progress; certainly, at 
least, I never learned the art of making gold, but 
I went so far as to see that gold could be made, at a 
cost, however, that showed they were, not very wise 
who pursued it. 

But, for all this, I made some sort of discoveries, 
or resuscitations, odd as it may seem even to those 



JOHN GALt^ 65 

who think they know me best. I*or example, I found 
out the mode of making the black imperishable ink, 
used anciently by the most accomplished writers of 
manuscripts. Gather round, oh, courteous readers, 
and I will make the discovery to you, for the benefit 
of all printers and painters ; — ^it is no other than 
bruising coal into an impalpable powder, and thi^ 
may be done by crushing it either in water or oil.' 
The process costs so little, that I hope my disinte- 
restedness in making the disclosure, will not be 
reckoned with as little gratitude as corporations 
reckon, but remembered with the story of Columbus* 
problem of the egg. 

I have been acquainted with gentlemen who knew 
that the best black ink or paint was made simply 
from coal, but they did not know how to make a 
proper impalpable powder, and made themselves in 
consequence like chimney-sweeps ; wasted their 
money in vain attempts, or blew it away by fanners, 
unphilosophically forgetting that a current of air 
moves masses in proportion to its strength. 

» I wonder the painters have never thought of making use of a 
preparation of gums in place of oil. 
VOL, I. F 



66 THE ]^IT£]UAY UFE OF 

My old Ideody FreskkEit West, msute a curioaa 
dbeo^ry, vUch ahaoat eacroaebed upoa xay secret ^. 
iftaxftely, be fooiid that Titian and xeany of the old 
paAHti^i paioted with pnure ciolaitzs,. and a£terwaixls 
emfhjed black psdnt to toue their' pictures* In iu» 
latt^ days he painted in this style^ but he ^nployed 
the cammon blade paint, wludti m not at all ey^vial to 
what I caU the alchymical blaek^. My ingenitENO^ 
am^ JBiaginatiYe friend, Mr Martin, got from soaie*- 
body ai hint of coal as the best principle cf black^t 
bnl in his attempts he employed too much oil, and 
im eonsequence madi^ a brpwn» whi^ not fixKling 
good, he abandoned, on the first ^xperimenlu Aft^^ 
waEd$» I set him light, by telling him, that what 
msde in his case only a brown, caicwd a little fur- 
ther would make a Uacfc*. I have Uk^wise told Mr 
Moyesi the printer, how to produce j^inter^' ink, of 
a permanent and unchangeable blaek, fcom coal; 
and now that the world at laige is in my confidence, 
it owes me something for the disdosure. By the by 
the alchymists say that the hue of blsK^ made firom 
coal may be deepened by heating the nuneral. 

So simple a process as making blacking of coal 
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msfhe kiMPvm to many^ thoagh, in the alcfaymical 
bookB^ it it» wrapped up in gre&t mystery. Weve I, 
hme^iTy a younger man, aad able to go about, 
I would vender tiiis knowledge merchaiitable ; liiff, 
ooffi^eriii]^ the quantity of the article ia uae, it de^ 
serres this attention; I ought to mention, that I 
diseovered a painter in the dockyards of Portsmoiid>» 
who had stanftbled on Ae secret without being awara 
of its value. He made a kind of paint from ooal, not 
very good, of which he showed me stripes- as com- 
pared wit^ other blade paint on a door; little awatfe 
that he was q>eaking to a man who was already 
acquainted to a much foia* degree with what he 
diought a discoTery . I do not know if the slighting 
i^tnner in whidi I spoke to him <^ what he thought 
a wond^ul hit had suiy effisct, but I have never sinoe 
heaard of his discovery. 

It may seem that this dbquisition rdiatiive to the 
aldhymical^ Mack has not. any legitimate connead<m 
wiA literature; Considering, however^ the import-^ 
anee oC ink both to printers and authors, i(f is^ net 
quite irrelevaiil^ espe<»aliy asr it serves to show tbal^ 
m my multifiaious questi^ I did not always gtr^pe 



68 THE LITERARY LIFE OF 

mth my eyes shut. In this, as in many other things, 
however, my ingenuity never got half the credit it 
deserved — for detecting recondite matters on the 
surface. It is indeed one of the attributes of igno- 
rance, to imagine that nothing can be valuable which 
may be easily attained; nor have I lived so long 
without observing that simplicity is often regarded 
as the alloy of invention, even when it is obviously 
the most estimable quality in it« 

Before concluding this chapter, I may as well 
state my peculiar notions on witchcraft, not that I 
can expect many to agree with me, for my attention 
has been long addressed to less abstruse subjects ; 
and the original brightness of my ideas may have 
faded in consequence. I have, however, to confess, 
admitting the qualification to be afterwards mention- 
ed, that I have, down to the period of this present 
writing, been always a believer in the art ; and that, 
when the late Marquis of Londonderry moved, at the 
" witching time of night," for the abrogation of the 
laws which made the practice of it penal, I thought 
his knowledge of human nature not very profound. 

I do not certainly believe that there are any human 
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beings who possess supernatural power ; but the man 
must have walked the earth very heedlessly, who has 
not observed that there are not only multitudes with 
faith in witchcraft, but even many who conceive 
themselves to be ascendants over others, and endowed 
with a malignancy of disposition which instigates 
them to exercise their unblest predominance. In 
this strange belief the guilt of witchcraft lies ; and 
because it is often had recourse to, that in my opinion 
the law ought not to have been abolished, but ren- 
dered more philosophical. 

Unquestionably the progress of knowledge has 
mitigated superstition, and there is less influence now 
than formerly in the nefarious practice of that evil 
jurisdiction to which I allude. But of the existence 
of a class of criminals, conscious of possessing an 
ascendency over the timid and the credulous, I have 
no doubt; and it is necessary to deter them from 
practising their sleights, that I conceive the laws 
against witchcraft should not have been repealed. I 
knew a gentleman intimately, of no ordinary accom- 
plishments, who regarded another as the demon of 
his fate, and never met him without receiving, as he 
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tbought, seme seecet admoBition of misfoitane that 
woukL enmxA. Had he wk> was regaided as possess-* 
uig this mystic potentiality known of Ms aacendency^, 
^and been eapable of taming it to a penueiDius axscoant^ 
lie would have been ^at the la^w considered as a 
wjzacd. It may not, however, be very jmifitable t» 
study such exceptions^ to human nature as these, ami 
I have no great pleasure in doing so ; but I am not 
t}» less pen^aid^ that there is more in the gossipry 
about the inflicence of the evil ey^,. and the good and 
bad luck of certain visitors, than is dreamt of in phi- 
losophy. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Parh^BtseareheB at Oaford—Li the Jesuits* Library at 
Palermo. 

Thb JJfe awl Admiaisteaticm of Cardiiml Wolsej, 
tiioiigh pub&bed after my Voyages and TiaTeh» is. 
my fixst ost^Eksible work after tlie battk of Largs ; for 
I consid»> though the essays of my younger years were 
printed earlier^ they were yet no more entitled to be 
zanked as r^olar Uterary lucubraticms, than the 
boyish whiting ef a stick is to be re^gazded as carpen-- 
ter's wodL 

Early in the summer of 1605,. Park and Spenee 
came to Lojidon to see the Ii<ms, and I went with 
thestt to Blenheim. We stopped, of cowse, a day at 
Oxford, to view the ccdkges ; and afier inspecting 
what is shown to strangers in Chnbt Cbi»db^ we 
happ^ied to linger in the great qoadianglo^ speaking 
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of suet topics as the local genius of the place sug- 
gested. In the course of conversation, it occurred to 
me to observe, that it did not say much for the men of 
Christ Church, to have so long neglected so magni- 
ficent a subject as the life of the founder ; and from 
that sunny morning I began to think of it as a topic 
worthy of more particular attention. But it was not 
till my nervous indisposition afterwards obliged me 
to keep the house, about the time I became a member 
of Lincoln's Inn, that 1 read -with any thing like a 
Serious intention of writing on the subject. Early in 
1809, however, I set about the work regularly, and 
before May in that year, completed the outline. 

I do not imagine there was any thing remarkable 
in the method I adopted, but the orderly habits of 
business simplified the task, I wrote on demy paper 
folded, so as to occupy with the text only the fourth 
part of the sheet, and on it I inscribed a sketch of 
the whole history, from Cavendish, Fiddes, and Hume. 
Robertson was of very little use to me, for though it 
may seem presumptuous to say so, the more his infer- 
ences were examined, I thought the less of them, and 
I have no hesitation in adding that, but for his 
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manner, his Charles V. is no very correct or learned 
production. Hume rose in my estimation, for he drew 
tbe most sagacious inferences firom drcumstances 
and events respecting their origin, although he could 
never have seen many of the documents which passed 
through my hands. 

When I had completed the main outline, I then 
added, on the margin and other parts of the paper, 
whatever I met with, or thought calculated to eluci- 
date the subject, till I had before me all the chief 
matter that generally existed in other histories ; and 
horn this I made a new sketch, interweaving the 
marginal notes into the body of the work, which, as 
in the first instance, I wrote on demy, reserving three 
parts of the paper for corrections. 

When I had finished this sketch, which I considered 
as my second draft of the work, I sent it to Park 
for his opinion, and his letter on the subject is before 

me. 

*• Greenock, 2Bih May, 1809. 

\ " Owing to an interruption firom an unexpected viait, I was 

obliged td send away the parcel containing your MS. without 

a. letter; but Mr McAllister's detention by the badness of the 

weather, enables me still to write by him« You will find your 

VOL. I. G 
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copy mucfa iik%ured by my renarin, atid I fear yon wUl dnnk 
me Tery permckity in some of them ; but the true reason of my 
minuteness was that I fancied you on the eve of publication, and 
I irisiusd td/»nv y<m to besfeov«tii«reKrapukNn revision oa 
the lai^uage of the work than I know your inclinations would 
lead to; With regard to the general manner of the performance 
I ft^royte l»ghly of It oil the whol^, although I am indmed to 
think that a lower and more familiar tone would be more agree-' 
able in a biographical work. The dignified declamatory style 
has ceirtainly its advantages, but the wotst of it is that it is apt 
to tire by its menotoiiy. It atrikes me likewise that in the last 
chapter you have left the story a little too much to itself, and 
that you have passed over opportunities of introducing reflec- 
tioBS, both morid and pditical, whieh^ in maldi^ a mccmd^cofpy, 
when your attention will be less taken up with the mere arrange- 
ment of the facts, will probably suggest themselves. But the 
nflirative itself is ocMducted with eilsct, «nd> if ImAy jod^eftoan 
my own feelings, leaves a very full and distinct impression of the 
whole course and connexion of the events related, which is the 
gveat <foi»idtitioii of ^iotefest in historical writing. The tone in 
which you have narrated W<^sey's disgrace and death is also 
,^od, as the narrative aims at no more than that moderate pathos 
^f widch a snbject not very dramatic is susceptible, and of con- 
^e^uence ^jilSh its pu^ose much better than by studied appeals 
to the reader's ^elings. The motives and views of the principal 
actors are another matter, respecting which 1 cannot pretend to 
judge, as I have not the documents before me on which your 
representation of ^m is grounded. Your opinions are certainly 
at gieat vwnnce with ^ose wladi m» f0Mn%«RtertMMd;^'a»Gr 
would require very atron^ and diiect pioef to hmtt tbtm mt, 
more especially as the readn^of the 9iia^rativ« itself would aeem 
to surest Tery deferent tottdvfisioag* X ttMfet ooftftM «g^wlf «»» 
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ceedii^j acepisal as to liie poiil^ of dlfcfv W<4My «r Ilmi}^ 

motives in die afiir <^ the divooee^ parllciilatijr of th* fomiMV 

wfaa had an ey» to bis intanst ai RoiM thioiiigh tlw wfaoto aA^ 

as sue as I hare dm pen in Mf hand* Heniy^s wbs» I tfafak, a 

Bdxed chwictaEr aad th as cfo pc I can balirre that his scfuplea 

WBse paortljr siaccMr bnt his pasam ibr Amt Bulen is a heavy 

stombBBg^^Uock in iAie way of convictioQ. If, hovraVar, joa cav 

iaawagrtiiese presnoipciona by poskiva pvaoft» ywi wiM peribnw 

adistingiiUwdsewiee as a htstorian, whieh w9 iafiJIbrf glraf 

mpotaHoia. and. curiency to yoor wodb To tfaioir a nsrw ligfar 

on teanaactioBS so olbsn tfoated of» and by tha ablest wfitof*.. 

would be wocthy any man's amfaition, and, to a young author, • 

psrfect fxiuniph* Great opposition must be expected, however^ 

and every sort of proof and conroboratUm wilt be raqoiaito to 

gke support to youv condusions. With regard to the state ei 

the poor in Eagjbmd after the suppression of the monasteriesy I 

believe it is a subject involred in very gr^at darkness ond 

uncertainty; at least, I have never met with any satb&ctory 

lafiNnMitiaB respesting it It is ca^tniA that eomai df ail soito 

increased remarkably at that period-wa proof that poverty and 

Stress prevailed in the country. In the Notes to Lord Sel* 

ttUi book on EangMUioa from tha Hi^ikmis, then k^ soaift 

infoEmation conoemuig the change from the feudal to the oom* 

merdal state of society in the reigns of Henry VII. and VIIL 

which yott mt^ ind usefiiL You have n& doubt exaadned 

Cobbett's Padiamentary History..^ work M of iQStnxav»i-i«» 

the first volume of which I looked into for the purpose of seeing 

whether or not I eould find some matenak for you. Acts re- 

latiiq; to the poor were passed in the rejgo, <^ Heniy YIIL ; but 

the parochial provision was not established till Elizabeth, when 

the present system of poor laws had its origm. 

*' I amhappf tintyou fiadyaoisdf cfMifiMadb jmsrdb^ 
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Bdbseqaeiit reflei^oD, and I am pretty confident that the difS^ 
culties you anticipate will be much less formidable in the reality 
than th^y are in prospect. Last Sundi^ I paid a visit to Mr 
McCartney ; and, as I knetir I could depend on hb discretion, I 
todk the liberty to mention to him your intention of going to the 
Bar, for the sake of getting any hints that might occur to him on 
the subject, as he is very knowing in matters of that sort He 
entered very readily into the advantages of the plan as connected 
with your habits and character, and particularly noticed your 
voice and figure as &vourable circumstances. The education of 
yourdelf as a public speaker must naW be a principal subject of 
attention ; and, as his experience may furnish some usefiil sug* 
gestions, I intend to resume this topic with him as I find oppor* 
tunity, and communicate to you the result of his remarks. I 
beg to be remembered to your brother. I have written John by 
Mr McAllister. Yours* James Park.'* 

This letter is valuable, and shows the confidence 
and candour which existed between us. How much 
more reliance did I place on Park's opinion, than on 
the crude and hasty conclusions of some of the public 
critics^ who delivered, as it were, ex cathedra opinions 
on the whole work, grounded on particular passages, 
fespecting occurrences of which they had only a 
schoolboy recollection I It is only necessary to men-^ 
tion here, that I was not then so intent on publica- 
tion as Park supposed, for I was desirous to produce 
& work that, would deserve some attention* 
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While the sketch wa9 with Park, I employed a 
young man to copy for me original documents for my 
appendix — ^the warrants, if I may say so, of my dif- 
ferences of opinion from the conclusions of other 
historians. These filled two folio volumes, and cost 
a considerable sum. 

I also read to illustrate the several subjects of 
belief and learning which prevailed in the age of 
Wolsey, and in consequence some of the notes ar^ 
curious, and should have procured for me the praise 
of industry, if not of acumen ; at least I expected a^ 
}nuch« 

In these researches I had access to the library and 
manuscripts in Jesus College, Oxford, where I found 
many scarce books and curious papers, in the perusal 
of which I spent some time ; but my infirmity increa- 
sing, I was obliged to give up all study, and went 
abroad.^ 

Afterwards at Palermo, finding myself greatly 

better than when I left England, I renewed my 

recondite reading. The Jesuits gave me free access 

to their superb library ; and to an Englishman among 

> At this time 1 met with Lord Byron at Oibmltar. '- 
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Ae (frtais I was partkoiarly indd^ted for hk idd in 
ikeetii^ me to venous sousoes of iiilbniialio&. In a 
w<3a:df I lost neither time nor oppoxtumty to Tender 
tlie Life of Wobey not only a pure veision of ti» 
Iia«toary oJf a remarkalde period, but a work that might 
Reserve the attention of competent jud^. 

During my subsequent travels my researches were 
«U8|»eQded; and it is ptrobable, had my commercial 
]irojeets been carried into effect, tl^t the work would 
aever have seen the %ht, for it was undertaken as a 
prelude to my going to the bar. 

Of the merits or faults of the book, it does not 
liecome ihe author to speak ; but in the third copy 
€f tke manuscript the observations of Park w^^ very 
care&dly attended to, and the narrative, rewritten. 

In the lapse pf nearly three years abroad, my taste 
Jbad undei^^ooe a great change. - Instead of the de* 
clamatory style which had been at first adopted, the 
Bententious was preferred ; and in consequence, the 
dktion more resembles, in ihe pubHshed woik, the 
abrupt energy of Tacitus, than that colloquial fiteo- 
dom to whieh I have sorrendeied myself in pubHoa- 
tions where accuracy f:)£ statement was less necessary. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Voltages and Travels^ and Letters from the Levant. 

Thb Vojagei aad Trareli, with die Letters froar 
the Levant, compiehend the observatioiui nsacle In 
the course of the voyage undertaken when I wemt 
abread for my health, and to consume part of the 
time required to be on the books of Lineofai's loMy 
befi>re I couM be caikd to the bar. These woiks 
were tor^inaUy written in the form of letters to Mr 
Park, and the manuscript sent to him firom Malta, 
when I returned the first time from Turicey* Alter-- 
wavds, when I came home, I ananged them in the 
foisn they now wear. 

He endeavoured to effect an aifangement with 
Constable for the publication of the first manuseript, 
but various drcnmstanceis interfered to prevent him; 
ameng others, the cammencement of the disease 
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' which, though very slow in its progress, finally un- 
dermined his health. I make this remark, to explain 
what a stranger would probably ascribe to a lukewarm- 
ness of character ; but it was really the eflFect of in- 
disposition, acting on a constitutional temperament 
of the most unenterprising kind. I entreat the reader 
to remember this circumstance — ^to bear in mind that 
he was constantly afflicted with an incurable malady, 
otherwise it will hot be easy to reconcile his appaJrent 
apathy with the friendship which we mutually che- 
jrished. 

The morbid state of Park's physical feelings early 

, affected his moral energy, and induced an inclination 
for quiet, which grew, into an accumulative habit 
tow£Lrds the end of life ; but it was the nature of Ws 

r disease not to make itself conspicuous ; and, in con- 

~ sequence, long after hope had set to himself, he did 
not appear to be in any particular degree a claimant 
on the sympathy of others. Had he been in health, 
lie would have acted very diflferently in some cases 

.from the lassitude he evinced; for that whidi may 
seem to have been the result of an unamiable xegacd 

fnr himself, was altogether the effect of that insossi- 
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ble desire for repoBe and sequcstralion, which aroae 
from infirmity and suffering. With, however, an 
inherent deference for the good opinion of the re- 
spectable, there was indeed about him more of a wish 
to pass through life blamelessly, than a desire to be 
distinguished. In this respect he was altogether dif- 
ferent from me, and much more judicious; for al- 
though the even tenor of his way did not afford 
those romantic glimpses which have rendered mine 
remarkable, there was a lulling tranquillity in the 
monotony of his pursuits, to which the memory of 
adventures supplies no equivalent soothing in the 
hours of premature decay. 

The following letter explains how it happened 
that he had nothing to do with the publication, and 
accounts in some measure for the alterations which I 
afterwards made on the manuscript. 



« Greenock, lith Februwy, J8il. 
" My Dear Friend, 
** Earnestly hoping that this letter may find you at Malta on 
your way to this country, I sit down to give you an account of 
the state of matters here. I begin with the affair of the MS,, 
which is uppermost in my thoughts, as it probably is in yours. In 
my last I stated at length the circumstances which had, till tbe^ft« 
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4e%ed the puUioatraD, and tony an JMwt i bwpe stOi the mbbo 
unpleasant task to perform, although I have great hopes that 
before another month has elapsed, the work will have made its 
appewanee. One^Mllenal^eauaeof tlierettiit4flbywas<ii6flilMte 

of my own health, which rendered me incapable of attending to 
that, or any other business, for a considerable time. In the be. 
ginning of October I undpfwe nt a aerere ^pentioB, after * losg 
examination by no fewer than eight surgeons, and a Tiolent de- 
bate on their part, which was only decided by my own express 
resolution to adopt the opinion of the man of most talent present. 
You wiH judge that I allude to the tumour on my neck, whkh 
had latterly attained to a very considerable size. The operation 
was performed immediately after the consultation, by Mr Ander- 
son, a GJasgow surgeon, who went ifasough it with a degree «f 
steadiness and intrepidity which excited the admiration of all 
present, and has materially added to his reputation. In spite 6f 
the fears and predktbns of his bretfareo, the result justified tifao 
idea he had formed of the disorder, and he happily succeeded in 
extirpating three distinct tumours, without injury to the siir. 
rouncfing parts. The great carotid artery passes immediately 
under the place of one of them I In consequence of this, the 
knife could only be used for dissecting back the skin ; and the 
tumours were torn out with the fingers by main f^rce, «i opera- 
tion that tried my utmost resolution 1 The efiiision of blood was 
less than might have been supposed, but some smaller arteries^ 
which had been imperfectly secured, burst open in the night, and 
oooaeloned an alarm. They were, however, soon taken up, and 
in the course of a month the wound was quite healed, and, what 
is both singviar and fortunate, leaving a scar Jbardl^ perceptible, 
and from its situation, not seen at alL Every tba^ appears per- 
fectly light hitherto ; and since I recovered my strength, I have 
enj<^ better health diaa for several years past. AQOther'eini& 
«»f delay has arisen from the dreac^ state of commercidijeradit 



lUf^ has affected ail l»ancbei of Iwinen, and shibeQ the 
Km of Ike etoiiliest. I infonaed yea that Mr Constable imd 
wiatakok tbe piddicataoii of the bo(^ and the tenM of the 
i^nement, viz. — diat ihie fint edidon shoiihl be at bis risk, wkh 
ahdfofthepEofits. Aaer the MS^bowerer* vasintbeptiater's 
inds, and ivhea I vaa eapecdiig proo£«beeto by every pest, . 
Inched aleUer £rom haa, stating^ that, fiom the dificulties of 
^timesyitwas absolutely out of his power to pot a siii|^ sheet 
of nev maltor to tbe presa* and begging at least a delay of three 
noBkhs, or that the woik aiight be put imo other hands. I 
, tbought it necesaary to consult with Mr TiUodi on the subject^ 
\ Initas be was of apkiion that no time would be lost by comply* 
iog wkh bis lequesty since a London publisher would no doubt 
takebls own time to examine the MS.» I again wrote to Mr C, 
oiging bim to go on with the publication, and even offering to 
tii^ one of the Yolmnes till it appeared how the work was bltely 
to take with the public. His reply was, that peculiar cisoam-^ 
stinces aiisolutely pieduded his undertaking any part of it; and, 
M I bad reason to bdlieye that this was really tbe case, I found 
Biyself obliged to try some other bookseller. In this dilemma I 
was s^ain compelled to have recourse to Mr Tilloch's assistance,, 
and acocv^gly I sent bim the whole MS., carefully prepared 
for the press, with proper tables of contents, &c., with a request 
that he would offer it in the £rst instance to Longman and Co., 
idio, I conceiTed, if they undertook it, would do it more justice 
tbaa any other house. I left him a good deal to his own discre- 
tion with regard to terms, oi^y I suted to him that I was con* 
TiDoed you would greatly prefer publishing on joint account, 
agreeably to Mr C.'s prc^sal, to taking a trifling sum for the 
property of the work. From your own experience of discussbns 
carried on at a distance by correspondence, you will necessarily 
coDdude that dl this took up much time ; and you will not be 
much surprised to learn, that though tlie MS. is in Messrs Long- 
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man and Co.'s hands, Mr 'Hlioch has not yet transmitted me their 
^answer. I have very little doubt, however, of their undertaking 
the publication ; and Mr Tilloch has given me notice to prepare 
the preface, as he says the work will be printed off in two or 
three weeks in London. For your satisfaction in this point o£ 
view, en attendani, I have to mention that your literary friends 
here, to whom the work has been read, think highly of it, espe*- 
daily of the second part. 

** From this long detail, I have left myself scarcely any room 
for other topics, but I shall write you again very soon, and, I hope, 
with favourable intelligence respecting your work. You can 
hardly form a conception of the distress which prevails at pre« 
sent in this country, particularly in the manufacturing towns. 
The scarcity of money has affected all branches of business, and 
people hardly know how to act, or whom to trust. * As far as 
appears to me at present, you have little reason to regret being 
-induced to seek an establishment elsewhere. Our friend W. S. 
sometimes jokes with me on the subject of your Island, which we 
have named Barrataria ; and we have some thoughts, if things 
grow much worse here, of requesting you to look out for a small 
one to serve us two, in a quiet retired way. 

*^ I drank tea with your mother tliis evening, and, of course, 
the whole conversation was about you. I have put her in conceit 
with the relics of antiquity, which caused no small disappoint- 
ment on their first appearance. I think them highly curious. 
All your other friends are well. Letters were received a few days 
-ago from your brother : he is in good spirits, and has been going 
on well, as far as the present mercantile depression will allow 
any person to do weU. I need not request you to write often, 
but I trust we shall see you in this country in the month of May, 
according to your promise. Yours, 

" Jas. Park." 
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Soon after this letter, I received another, dated 

the 29 th March, 1811, by which it appears, that the 
manoscript ha^ been offered to Longman and Co,^ 
who declined it, and that it was then in the hands of 
\ Cadell and Davies ; and Park adds — 

"Perhaps in my next I may have it in my power to state 
that it is in the press, but the times are exceedingly discouraging 
for all sorts of undertakings. I am, you may suppose, much 
(fissadsfied with Constable, for his rejection of the work, which 
he had undertaken to publish ; yet it would have been of no 
use to try to compel him to abide by the agreement, and I knew 
that the pressure of his business was so great, as to put it really 
out of his- power to put any new work to press without a delay 
that would have been equivalent to a rejection." 

After this I came home, and finding nothing done 
with the publication of my Travels, when I had given 
some attention to what I deemed more important 
concerns, I took the. subject up. The letter from Park 
on the occasion is good and characteristic, and merits, 
independent of its relevancy, to be quoted. 

« Greenock, Wh Oct. 1811. - 
" My Dear Friend, 
" Your letter of the 8th, I may truly call a characteristic one, 
as it announced an act performed, and an intention carried into 
execution. Were we words instead of men, you would certainly 
be a verb active, with a strong optative mood ; while I should be 
imperfect passive, with scarcely a tense but in the subjunctive, 
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and the coiiltnictions if^ M, though^ always standiBg belbre me^ 
whenever I made my appeaiance. Upon this hypothesis, I thinlc 
our friend H. C. would be an interjection. — But to the afiair oF 
the book. From the united adyice of the^ printer and Bfr 
Tilloeh, I take it for granted that the plan you have adopted is 
the best ; and, at all events, if the booksellers will not purchase 
it at an adequate price, it may be sdid on your own aceount." 

The alternative that presented itself to Park*s mind 
was adopted. I completed the printing on my own 
account, and afterwards agreed with Cadell aoeid 
Davies to publish on joint account. The reception 
by the public was satis&ctoryy at leasts to me ; and 
the profit to my share paid the expenses of my 
travels, after deducting what I had allowed for my 
original tour. The strictures on the publication fur- 
nish matter for another chapter ; and as this was my 
first authentic publication, I may be heard with some 
indulgence, especially as I speak of an old affair^ 
Tespecting which I am almost as impartial as if the 
work were not mine. I would say quite as impartial^ 
but the courteous reader would not believe me if I 
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CHAPTER X. 

I^ubim^tum of VoyagtM and Trnveb-^Crititai^^M^ Ctoker^s in 
the Quarterly Review* 

In. tlie affair of my Voyages and Travels^ my next 
publication to the Battle of Largs, Park was rery 
■aeiif«y and my oid friends came forward for copies 
with a degree of ardour, that I casnot think was 
•eiitii^y owing to the expectation of amusement from 
the book. It pleases me, I confess, to think that there 
was same seiuiment of attaduneftt to an M aeqoamt* 
a&ce, mingled with eurkeity ; and I see by one 
<ii link's iettms, that about forty copes were 4k^ 
posed of in the amall town of Giceaock^ and in thoae 
days the book was texpeoaive,, the price being two 
gaiaoas« 

Hie ReTiewers were «idurabk, for a young writer, 
not tim aoqomnted with how small a modicum of 
ksowiedgpe it teqnirod to raabfo a critic to begin 
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business. A stock of independence is his principal 
capital. The Quarterly Review, I heard, was very- 
calumnious, and I have since understood the article 
was written by the Right Hon. John Wilson Croker, 
who was led to believe that I was a Whig, -and was 
himself a Tory, then a very profitable vocation. 

In a letter from Park, dated the 3d Sept. 1812, 
addressed to me at Gibraltar, he says— 

'< You ask the news regarding your books. I fear they will 
not be very palatable, as I must tell you the Travels have been 
unfavourably treated in the London Quarterly Review, which 
has appeared since you left us. Your irreverent way of talking 
about priests and churches, seems to stick to the loyal stomachs . 
of these gentlemen. However, I dare say you were prepared 
for the enmity of this work. On the other hand, I am informed 
that the European Magazine is highly complimentary." 

If Mr John Wilson Croker be the author of the 
article in the Quarterly, I am sorry for it, because I . 
hope he lives to repent it, and penitence is not a very 
pleasant iiimate of the bosom* That which, how- 
ever, leads me to notice it so particularly here, is the 
ejBfect it had on transactions long posterior, showing 
how very careful critics should be in assisting in 
the circulation of falsehoods* No man can aspire to 
any thing higher than the contempt of all who know 
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iiim, wlio invents lies ; and it is only the next lesser 
degree of degradation, to put into cunency, know* 
ingly, detractire misrepresentations. 

In several instances, while in Gibraltar, it caused 
whisperings when I made my appearance — ^the cause 
of which, a gentleman who knew me, banteringly 
divulged, but the librarian always said the book was 
engs^ed whenever I wished to see it; probably he 
put it out of the way, as valets are said to do razors, 
when afraid that their masters have a penchant for 
suicide. 

It may not seem very magnanimous, after so many 
years, to express so much vexation at strictures which 
were probably written in levity, but it was only very 
lately that I heard of their Transatlantic influence ; 
and it is necessary to be a little explicit respecting 
circumstances more amusing to the reader, certainly, 
than interesting in the narration. 

Soon after my return from America, a friend men- 
tioned one day in the country, that >Mr Croker, who 
lived in the neighbourhood, was desurous of knowing 
me, and proposed that we should call on him. Had 
I been aware of the effects of Mr Croker's criticism, 

VOL. I. H 
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I oertttaly would aerer barre looked near idm ; bat; 
«B I iix&x cooMeied the vmla. to know me ss nmsu^ 
sort of atonement for the ^boiU of indiacieet zeal, I 
eonsentod to go« It is ptoper ito men&m I had at 
that time reasoii to 8na^)ect Mr Groker was the 
muthor of an article in the Quarterly, of whieh I shall 
liare ooeasion to speak by and by, eancexaing my 
tragedies; and also ofanardde in Blackwood nespect* 
in|^ the Annak of die Parish, mrt distingnsdied £ir 
disoemment, if there be any pezeeption of light taste 
in the public* 

Bat as I had no parttcdba* feeling abont tibese two 
things, I oonsideied the wish to know me as mmag 
somehow 6eom eoabiti<m on his part; and Heaven 
forbid that I should ever stand in die way of a salu- 
tary paiiteirtial working of remor^. So we became 
aoqpiaintedy but are so no longer ; for akbough *^ne* 
mo me impune lacessU^* is not always my motto, I 
am not Chrisdcm enough, unfcntoaately, always to 
hokl «^ th' o^er ^leek to the smiter. 

If I am wvmig m the sevcdty widi whiek I advert 
%o the artkles of Mr Croker, no one can Tegret an 
eiror with move sincerity dian I shall do these ani- 
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madwetaam; bat the draiumtaiioe to 'which I albide 
was caleiilaled to juHfy the deepest reeentnieiity 
and I iMsll Btito it here, that there may bene mistake 
(onto tlie eauseof xny^ling. 

i haTe BOW reason to hefiere, that thota-irho aba- 
sed the ear of Sir Pefegrine Maitknd to my prqu* 
dice, were mraled re(q>ectiiig^ my prineiples, by iKrhat 
wasaaid of me in /the article respecting^ my Voyages 
and Travels, which i^^peaied in the Quarteily Re« 
view ; but of who was the author of that article, I 
vras not informed till after my Autobiography was 
published, and it was not till I had suffered from the 
effects of its venom, that I came to i^ee it in the light 
I now do. 

A gentleman in York, Upper Canada, mentioned 
to me that he had been shown what the Quarterly 
Review had ventured to say of me in its, strictures re- 
specting my Travels ; and I consider the treatment T 
received on iny arrival, as well as the light in which 
my principles were viewed by Si^ Peregrine Mait- 
land, and the representation in consequence from Mr 
Stanley (then Under Secretary of State) to the Di- 
rectors of the Canada Company, as contributory to 
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iny ruin, I resent it accordingly, and must continue 
to do so under my present impr^sions; it Temains 
ibr Mr Croker, for his own sake, to consider in what 
manner, by any excuse to the public, he caii atone 
for a course of Conduct that seems very much like the 
innocence of the viper in its bite. To me all the 
injury is done, but there is something due to the 
public for the misrepresentation practised on its cre- 
dulity, to the prejudice of an individuaL 
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CHAPTER XL 

Reception of the Life of Wohey^Defective Criticism— 
and Criticism of Defects. 

The reception of the Life of Wolsey, as fer as 
llie periodicals were concerned, fell short of my 
expectations, and largely displayed how little reliance 
should be placed on the popularity of a new colour- 
ing of historical fiicts different from that to which the 
public has been accustomed. In no one instance 
can I remember that a single professional critic 
showed he recollected we only possessed the Pro- 
testant version of the transactions of Henry VIIL's 
time prior to the Reformation, or think it probable 
that the truth lay between that account and the nar- 
ratives of the Catholics. My lucubration showed 
it did; and I gave a large appendix of vouchers 
. till then unknown, and which, to any man of common 
understahding, must have shown, ^that the refonners 
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were not one shade or hue better Christians than the 
violators of shrines or the burners of heretics. Bat 
it was then the &shion to decry the Catholic claims^ 
and I suppose my work was, in the sacred zeal of the 
age, regarded as a party publication, the author beings 
unknown. But although it was really undervalued 
by the politicians, I received assurances in private 
that compensated me in some degree for the humilia- 
tion of seeing a work on which I had taken soimuch 
paioB sttbfeeted to the floouta^ndtmniplingB of party. 

But of all the opisiions given finth as critieisBi^ 
none aiected me so much as the artide in the 
Quaxieily Benewt because it vnB one .uniform mis- 
reixreflentation, intentionally too, from lyepnBMOg io 
end. Crery eentenoe of the strietmes contained 
ather a lie or libel — a lie as reqpeetod die autfaor^^and 
a Ebd as respeeted the complexion of the seirtimeiits 
incnloated m ihe woric. I was exceedingly pcov^doed 
at such gratuUxMn malignity. 

To what this '^whoreson" calnnmy was owing 
cannot be dinned by me, but it arose pvobably from 
the eritic not knowing of whom faeiicated^-^paMiiblfy 
hke other leptiles, he only obeyed ins insJboKti* ' 



Before seebg Mis Claike, as I hare stated in mj 
AxktMogtsifiiY^ the mafioe pr^ense of the artade in 
ihe Quarterly Review was so obyioos, that I intended 
to raise a criminal prosecution agidnst all and sundry 
connected wilih that publication for a conspiracy ; and 
I would recommend to those who may hereafter be 
in a similarly provoked situation, to proceed in the 
manner diat I found I could do, namely, to prosecute 
the publisher, the printer, the editor, and critic, tifl 
all the men known to be connected with the work 
were sifted ; but the whole were in my case scieened 
by a skulking sentence in parenthesis, which seemed 
to be introduced to prevent a public flagellation oT 
the kind I meditated. 

Tliere was something in being the subject of sodi 
a proposal as ihat made to me by Mrs Clarke so de-- 
grading that it made my blood boil ; and in oonse* 
quence, though she mentioned the name of Mr 
Croker, and also of some other p^non (whose name 
she was not sure of) in the Temple, as the critic in 
Ihe Review, I absolutely though not of them, bo ifr^ 
tent was I to see her papers, oonceiving thai: there 
would be leisure afterwards to concoct vengeanee 
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-when I saw what would be in my power. Moreover, 
thv*'*^ 3RirdA di lifr Croker's name was less impressive 
th£i!h it might have been, because I had heard it ad-^ 
Terted to the day before. However, the acquisition 
of so many secrets wks not anticipated as a result of 
the abuse, nor have I yet made any use of what I 
learned, but I wrote to the Earl of Moira to prevent 
the publication. Farther with it I did not choose to 
interfere. 

The reiterated mention of Mr Croker as the critic 
induced me to resolve, if the fact could be ascertain^ 
ed, to give him some wholesome admonition, proforma^ 
with a horsewhip in the House of Commons ; for I 
knew that the sergeant-at-arms was not the hangman. 
Accordingly the day after being with Mrs Clarice, I 
•employed a Mr Tumbull, connected with the public 
press, to discover who really was the offender; but 
my marriage interfering, some time unavoidably 
passed before I saw him again. 

When I returned to town after my jnaniage, I 
learnt from Mr Tumbull that the article was not 
written by the Secretaiy of the Admiralty ; and the 
same afternoon I wrote to Mr Hay, Lord Melville's 
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private secretary, enquiring if he were the critic. Hig 
answer was a denial, and he geemeu .<> hi .: .a 
little hard-mouthed, which I certainly was ; howe\er, 
I infarmed him that as he was not the critic, he had 
nothing to do with my feelings. Many yean after, I 
became slightly acquainted with that gentleman, and 
I saw that he was quite incapable of being guilty of 
such a gratuitous aggression. 

The difficulty of detecting the real delinquent had 
the effect of cooling my animosity, and it gradually 
subsided ; but I learnt long after, that the reviewer 
was gone to his audit, when the last ember of my 
resentment expired. 

But although at the time my earlier works were 
published I had no great reason to think the critics 
better informed on many subjects than myself, I have 
yet since had the gratification to receive occasionally 
commendations from gentlemen who are admitted by 
the public to be competent judges of research. Among 
others whose names are conspicuous in the republic of 
letters, I reckon Mr D' Israeli, who lately gratified 
me by the manner in which he spoke of my Life of 

VOL. I. I 
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Wolsey, and of various opinions on different tCfiicB 
expressed in that work. Had his remarks been less 
in accordance with my own notion, I would have 
considered them, coming from him, as corrobora- 
tive of the judgments to which I had not attended, 
but they were such as gave me great pleasure, and 
inspired the hope that pos^bly the pains taken to illus-; 
trate a clouded period in the history of England, and 
of Christendom, may not have been thrown away. 

But although against the critic in the Quarterly 
I vowed vengeance, it yet ought to be stated that the 
strictures, with the exception of the slanderous per* 
sonal misrepresentation, were commonplace enough ; 
for though they exhibited a plentiful lack of informa- 
tion, both of history and of man, they yet would not 
have grea-tly troubled the wonted exemplary sweet- 
ness of my temper. For I had indeed a much more 
formidable critic in private than " the executioner in. 
masque," one who, as my knowledge of the world had 
increased, rose in my veneration for his taste and 
judgment, and I knew that what he said was dictated 
by anxiety and sincerity. Two letters from him, con- 
cerning the Cardinal, may be quoted : — 
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** GreeiweK IM April, J812. 
" Mt dear Friend, 
" I duly received the Cardinal, and have giyen him a first 
perusal, though rather a hasty one, as neither the eagernets of 
my curiosity, nor the interest which I took in the narratiTe, 
would allow of much criticism by the way. I can only therefore 
at present state the general impression it has made upon me, 
and this I shall do with my usual frankness, which you will no 
doubt bear with your accustomed humility. But I forget the 
smallness of my paper. To come to the point, then, I am really 
much pleased witK this performance ; if it would not be unpolite, 
I would say that I am even surprised at the correctness and 
regularity of the composition, which is, beyond all comparison, 
better than any thing you have hitherto published. For a first 
attempt, you have been uncommonly happy in hitting the his- 
torical style, and, besides that nerve and compactness which 
usually characterises your manner, there is a flow and amenity in 
which you are pretty often deficient. There is also a remarkable 
improvement in purity and propriety, not, however, without 
occasional offences against both, which I shall take an early 
opportunity of pointing out to your notice. There are several 
things which have occurred to me in reading over the sheets, 
which I would mention at length, if I thought it still possible to 
make corrections. For instance, I would recommend your leaving 
out the ballad,' which, though it possesses considerable merit, is out 

' The ballad, descriptive of the effect in Edinburgh of the news of the 
fatal battle of Flodden, is a joint composition. I had scrawled something 
like it, which I showed to a friend, Captain Thomson of the Guards, to 
whom I shall have occasion to acknowledge greater favours hereafter, and 
he suggested alterations till it became what it is — picturesque and poetical. 

" The foam.cretts eddying in the wind,'* 
is hia, aa well as the whole chivalric images descriptive of the waves. 
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of its place. Neither Hume nor Robertson, as far as I recollect^ 
have thought of illustrating their historical researches with ballads 
of their own writing. Let me know, in your next, what can be 
done in the way of curtailment or alteration ; and, in the mean- 
time, I earnestly entreat that you wiU pay particular attention to 
the correction of the remaining sheets. Let there be no jokes or 
flippancy, they are always unbecoming in a grave work — no 
points of admiration, or any thing that is not classical and in the 
purest of taste. - You have made so considerable a step to- 
wards excellence, that I really feel anxious that you should not 
let yourself down in any subsequent part of the book. Were I 
in your place, I wouM Bot allow a single page to pass through the 
press before it has been read by several persons of taste and judg- 
ment ; and whatever such persons agree in condemning, I would 
strike out without mercy. This is a very common practice among 
authors, and it is a very necessary one ; for an author, by the fre- 
quent perusal of his MS., comes to lose his toe^ entirely, and may 
be benefited by the criticisms of the very printers' devils. The 
notes on astrology and alchymy are extremely curious, and per- 
fectly well written. You do not mention how your Travels are 
doing. I have not been able to learn whether they are to appear in 
the Edinburgh Review or not ; but, if you wish it, I can tell you 
Mr Jeffrey's private opinion of them. About a fortnight ago he was 
in the Advocates' Library. Your acquaintance, Lang, through 
whom I became acquainted with the circumstance, was standing 
near him, and they entered into conversation together, Mr 
Jeffrey took down your volume, which apparently he had not 
before seen, and after turning the leaves and looking over some 
passages, he remarked, that ' the observations showed graspings of 
mind.' This was all that passed, but the remark appeared to 
me of importance ; and there is a possibility, as the Review was 
not completed at tliat time, that Jeffrey may have been induced 
to take the book as a concluding article, and one that coM 
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be speedily executed. Should this be the case, I will write 
you the moment the Reriew reaches me. In the meantime, we 
are all much rejoiced here at eyen this short response from the 
oracle. With regard to my own critique, notwithstanding what 
I said in my last, I am come to the resolution, after much delilje- 
radon^ of declining the task, and for the following reasons.— In the 
first place, and principally, I am satisfied the secret will not be 
kept. .— — is a careless inconsiderate being, and I know that he 
has already told it to one firiend. How many confidants this friend 
may have I do not know, but you may guess the fate of a secret 
kept in this manner. It will, to a certainty, ooze through the 
cranny. Now, the effect of a review known to be written by so 
intimate a friend of the author of the book, (reviewed, and prai- 
sed, of course,) as I am to you, would, instead of being serviceable 
to the work, be positively injurious, and would fumbh its ene- 
mies in this town with a never-failing topic of attack and ridicule. 
I confess it was chiefly with a view to give those gentlemen 
a few hits, that I entered at first into the plan ; for, after all, 
the Review is but an obscure work, and its authority would go 
for little. But now I fear it would appear too much like a collu* 
sion between us to impose on the public ; at least, it would be 
said so here, where these matters are so little understood. An- 
other reason is, that I really feel unable to execute the task in a 
decent manner within the time allotted. To write a review is a 
much more difficult affair than I had any conception of. After 

all, the difference will not be material, as will be at least 

as laudatory as I should have been ; and in setting him to work, 
I shall take care to point out to him the proper ground to take, 
and the passages most worthy of being quoted. Be assured it is 
not from any want of zeal that I have taken up this resolution ' 
for, difficult as I feel the undertaking to be, I would struggle 
through it, if I thought I was not doing harm instead of good. If 
the Edinburgh Review is favourable, as I have good hopes it 
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wili prove on the main points, vre may keep oursdves perfectly 
easy about the rest. I forgot to say that the anecdote of Mr 
JeffVey came this day in a letter from 'Mr O. to Mr S. 
Mr O. entertains a favourable opinion of your book. H« 
thinks the matter original. Yours always, 

<' Jambs Park. 

" I am happy to hear that you are better in your health. I 
am myself a good deal indisposed with a bad cM, that seems 
very obstinate." 

This letter was undoubtedly gratifying, nor were 
the observations in the next less considered, though 
perhaps not so pleasant. 

" Greenock, Ut Men/, 1812. 
" My dear Friend, 
** 1 have been going over the sheets of the Cardinal a second 
time, with a view to the detection of errors in style ; but, as 
usual, by attempting a very minute examination, I have been 
prevented from bringing my labours to a close. I shall, however, 
mention what has already occurred to me on this subject, with- 
out troubling myself to observe any regular order in my remarks. 
In the first place, 1 think I can perceive a general defect in your 
manner of expression, which I rather wonder at, considering 
your long residence in London, where, certainly, the English 
language is spoken with greater purity, on the whole, than any- 
where else. I mean a disposition to violate the genuine idiom 
of the language, not only by usbg words in a somewhat strained 
and unusual sense, (which 1 partly ascribe to your early habits 
of poetical composition), but by combining ordinary phrases in a 
way that, to an English ear, must give your composition occa- 
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«oiia% an awkward, and even soniewbat foreign sound. This 
d^Moture from the- naliTe coilicm^, if I may use the expression, 
in clothing your thoughts, is most perceptible in your Travels, 
•but there is a little of it in the Cardinal also. For example* you 
sajf p- % ' that the management of all concerns became intrusted 
to the officers of his Holiness.' Again, p. 10, ' Her enierpritet 
were reeompemed by the atiainmetU of a new world.' This little 
sentence appears to 'me a striking example of the error I have 
mentioned, and if you consider it well, it may afford you a key 
to the particular habit in your mind, which leads you off in such 
cases from the true English application of certain words. Not 
one of the principal words here seem to me to be used exactly 
in its proper sense, and what is a very just criterion in most 
cases, you will find on trial, that you could not ^opt this 
phraseology in ordinary conversation, or in oral discourse of any 
kind. Had you been addressing an audience, instead of writing a 
bode, you would simply have said, that the ^enterprising tfforU of 
the people of Spain were rewarded by the acquisiiion of a new 
world.' The word attainment is applied only in the abstract ; it is 
acquisition when we come to particulars. A successful merchant 
tftfatiwhis object, which is the aequmtum of wealth. In the next 
sentence, you speak of cultivating the meant of commerce. I pre- 
sume there is an etios of the press in the last line of this page, 
where you state that the mercantile order has attained an ascen- 
dency in the ttaie realm to that of the clergy, &c. P. 12, In- 
trusted to educate — p. 14, ' render his local intercourse irksome/ 
This may be defended on the ground of idiom, but it is an ex. 
tremely harsh and grating composition of sounds — p. 1 7, * dis- 
dained the practice of equivocation.' — meanness would, I con- 
ceive, be better— p. 18, line 1, you have perspicuity instead of 
perspicacity, most likely through the negligence of the printer. 
P. 20. ' The Pope informed of his ascending mastery of the 
Monarch** Tliis is a very uncouth phrase, and such as you 
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must be sensible could never proceed fi!om the mouth of an Eng- 
lish gentleman. P. 38, * Marriage was speedily performed** 
This is another violation of purity. To perform a marriage is a 
phrase never used in common speech. P. 40, the third para- 
graph begins in a manner too abrupt for English history, and 
has the appearance of affecting an imitation of the ancients. It 
is absolutely necessary to connect Wolsey*s arguments by 
means of the ordinary phrases, and to put the facts which he 
alleges into the past tense. P. 41, for the law of nations thtU 
be sacrificed, say wtU be. * Transactions of kingdoms become 
desiihtie of integrity.* This is quite contrary to idiom. P. 50, 
* Thought him qualified' is much too colloquial. P. 61, The 
sentence beginning, But whether, is obscure, probably from errors 
in the printing. * The fervent propensities of the French King 
instigated him to be the duressor.' This is a mode of expres- 
sion to which you are a good deal prone when you imagine you 
are writing your best, yet your most careless manner is infinitely 
preferable, because, whatever faults it may have otherwise, it has, 
at least, the merit of being your mother tongue. This is just 
such jargon (pardon the word) as one is apt to write on the 
first dtak of a translation from the Latin, before being able to tear 
out the thought from the foreign idioms that so tenaciously 
adhere to it. I have not space to analy2se it, but by making 
the few examples I have given you the subject of your medita- 
tions for a short time, yon will, I think^ obtain some notion of 
what I mean. This is enough of verbal criticism for one dose, 
and possibly you may not find it very palatable; but to make 
amends^ I must repeat my assertion, which I shall maintain stoutly 
in opposition even to Mr Stevenson, that the Cardinal is your 
best performance ; and not only so, but one that is likely to 
confer on its author a considerable portion of solid reputation. 

Your father seems a little angry that you have not writ- 
ten him lately. The Edinbuigh Review is arrived, but your 
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book is not in it By the way» your printer has some Tile practices 
which I wish you would cure him of. He spells En^h, Spa- 
nish, &c.y with a single e and s — evi^/tM^which has to my eyes a 
Tezy mean effect He has also a strange way of separating 
adverbs, and even adjectives, from their corresponding words, by 
commas. This gives a kind of breathless effect to your periods. 
I am sure, however, that you will remove these blunders in 
correcting the sheets. Upon the whole, I do not see an 
absolute necessity for cancelling whole sheets, as any faults I 
have observed, are faults of language merely, and those not very 
striking. At the same time» it is highly desirable that the 
remainder of the work should be more carefully corrected. I 
expect your dramas every day. Of course, send me the octavo 
copy. I am happy to learn that you are weU again. I have 
recovered from my cold, as far as this horrid weather will allow 
a cold to be recovered from. Yours always, 

*< James Park." 

In what Mr Park remarks about the printing, the 
printer was not in fault — it was my own taste, and 
very ridiculous. 



106 THE LITERARY LIFE OF 



CHAPTER XII. 

Dramas. 

My volume of dramas, or tragedies — for I forget 
which they were called, having only a copy that 
wants the titlepage — was my next publication. They 
were formed in a great measure on Alfieri's plan, 
particularly in the simplicity of plot and the number 
of the characters, none but those essential to the 
developement having any part in the dialogue. 

Maddalen, the first of the series, was written in the 
lazaretto of Messina, while performing quarantine. It 
is derived from his Philip the Second ; but is a do- 
mestic 'story, and perhaps not dignified enough to 
afford scope for the heroic pathos of Tragedy. For 
myself, however, I do not think that all her crimes 
and bloody businesses exist in the court circles only. 
The affections in private life are quite as likely, if we 
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look well aboat us, to furnish topici of distresB m 
those of the blood-royal in any age or country. 

In conformity with this nodon, Maddalen is mo- 
dulated on the natural key, and is much more fiuniliar 
than gorgeous tragedy is commonly represented. 
This may be a blemish — I do not dispute tastes — but 
I cannot my^lf see that it is a fault. However, upon 
a point of this kind let the public judge for itself: in 
my own opinion I have, as far as story and character 
are concerned, quite succeeded, and here and there 
gleams of poetry may be seen not unworthy of some 
notice. The Duchess, I do think, is one of my best 
portraits, though I freely confess she is any thing but 
such a person as ^^ your harlotry players" would think 
becoming. Her ravelled sorrow in the following 
passage has often appeared to me characteristic, with 
just such a predominance of pathos as makes it sad- 
dening while ridiculous. 

I wish that I were dead and on my bier, 
Borne in the hearse, with all vain heraldry 
And chanting friars, to the mouldy vault. 
There to remain with grinning skulls alone, 
Till I shall hear the angel in the air. 
And rise to be a cherub of the sky 
With my sweet Maddalen, far, far above 
The bearded tyrants of this wicked world. 
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And there is real pathos in the speech afterwards^ 

where Maddalen enters delirious. 

Oh, my dear Maddalen I pray thee forbear ; 
Thy thoughts are like the yellow felling leaves 
That wildly rustle in the evening gale, 
Dispersed afar. Rude was the wintry blast 
That so untimely smote my blooming tree. 
I thought to sit beneath the lovely shade, 
Tending young lambs all in the setting sun ; 
But now it waves a wild fantastic head. 
And soon will lie before the feller low. 

Nor are the other speeches less appropriate. It is 
not, however, to vindicate the merits of this drama^ 
nor any of my compositions, that I write this work. 
Maddalen has not been read with attention by the 
few who have noticed it, and it was unfortunately 
published on my own account, and had in consequence 
no claim on the particular attention of the publisher — 
a circumstance which every author in time learns to 
know. 

Agamemnon, the second drama in the volume, has 
perhaps in one respect still less claim on attention, 
for it is in some sort a tale of " stable-yard love." I 
do not recollect either when or where it was written, 
but it was after Clytemnestra. In my own opinion 
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the subject is not at all adapted to representation. 
Adultery is too coarse a passion ever to awaken 
sympathy, for even where it does, the guilty are 
ashamed to acknowledge what they feel. This drama 
is a failure as a tragedy ; but as a metaphysical ex- 
position of the passion of which it treats, it is offered 
as an impressive analysis. 

When Lady Macbeth was written has also escaped 
my memory. It is supposed to be an exhibition of 
her in that last illness of which, with a few emphatic 
touches, Shakspeare has made so much. It possesses, 
however, streaks of poetry which are not without 
force. Her dream I do think has merit, and, with 
Mrs Siddons* delivery, would have been awful. 

As I, enchanted by the poppy's drouse, 

Lay on my couch, methought time had relapsed 

Back to the night on which we Duncan slew ; 

And, as I would have wash'd my bolter'd hands, 

Deep anguish pierced me, and methought I died. 

Exposed a space upon the regal bier — 

The same on which we, falsely sad, adom*d 

That good man once— methought I was conve/d, 

With dues of heraldry, into the vault 

Where all the royalty of Scotland rest. 

And placed — dread punishment — ^by Duncan's side ! 

The requiem finish'd and the herald done. 
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The mouldy yawn of the sepulchre's gloom 
Was closed, and I left to resolve to dust. 

Then did I hear around 

The churms and chirrupizig of busy reptOes 
At hideous banquet on the royal dead ! 
Full soon methought the loathsome epicures 
Came thick on me, and underneath my shroud 
I felt the many-foot and beetle creep. 
And on my breast the cold worm coil and crawl I 
When all that was corporeal had resumed 
Its elemental essence, I became 
Lost in Tacuity and silent gloom, 
A strange oblivion of sense, space, and time. 
Anon I heard a trumpet from afar 
Swell with a sweet melodious invitation, 
And saw ascend millions of radiant forms. 
Joyous they rose, and with them Duncan pass'd, 
More glorious than the Indian gem. His breast 
Was ruby-stain*d, Macbeth. 

Macbeth. Our guilty mark. 

Ladtf. Again the trumpet sounded, but so shrill, 
So wild, so dissonant, so dread a shriek. 
That I in terror started from the tomb. 
And saw around me all the wretched throng 
That wrought on earth catastrophes of sin. 
Thou too wert there, but so in form transmuted. 
That fear to see thee broke the spell of sleep. 
Why stand you dumb ? Believe you in this dream ? 
Shall we in death lie conscious of the rot ? 

The defect of the drama is the want of plot ; but I 
only intended to jmake something that might, God 
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save the thought I be ingrafted on Shakspeare's play 
after the scene of the dream. 

Antonio, the next tragedy, is curious from its his- 
tory. My friend, Captain Thomson of the Guards, 
who was killed at Toulouse, resided in the apart- 
ments of his father, who was then in Parliament, in 
Palace-yard, and as I lived near, and had great con- 
fidence in his taste, I frequently consulted him anent 
my progeny. He was the best Italian scholar I ever 
knew ; and quite an enthusiastic admirer of Dante. 
One day, when I called, he was reading the Myrrha 
of Alfieri with the tear in his eye, and he said to me, 
^^ This piece has given me a new idea ; t am quite con* 
vinced that a man may treat of any thing in tragedy, 
if he has only delicacy of conception enough." 

From less to more I was afterwards induced to try 
my hand on the coarse topic of this drama. It was 
published as an experiment ; and it is not for me to 
say to what degree I have succeeded. The piece is, 
however, comparatively well written, but it has few 
quotable passages of mere poetry. The following 
from Carravagio, the painter, may, however, be of 
this kind. 
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The painter's art instructs him to discern 

The moyements of the spirit in the face. 

Before this anguish keen and terrible 

She still has worn a countenance serene, 

Modest, though buxom, and though blooming, mild. 

Like cheerful Dian waiting for the day. 

Again 

The painter's pencil, in expression true, 
Conveys a moral like the poet's pen ; 
And feelings, faithful on the easel limn'd, 
Instruct the spirit and improve the heart. 
Like eloquence with all the shades of phrase, 
Or poetry embodied on the stage.— 
Go ; fear my skill. 

Clytemnestra I have always regarded, in point of 
conception, the finest of my productions. When 
I read it to Park, he called it my justification 
for writing poetry, and said it had given him more 
pleasure than had he been told I had made twenty 
thousand pounds, and yet it has no striking passage, 
Thomson said that the character of Orestes was the 
finest conception of simplicity, piety, and enthusiasm 
he had ever met with. The description of the sailor of 

Megara may be qupted. 

Oreitea. That ancient mariner had in his day 
Seen many wonders of the sea and land. 
And learnt miraculous science. He had pass'd 
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Beyond th' Aurora of our western world* 

To where the Orient kings on opal walk ; 

And with the bold Phcenicians he had sail'd 

To where the long foreseeing Druids teach 

The untam'd Britons, that within the oak 

The guardian genius of their ble resides. 

Deep was he vers'd in starry processes, 

And could predict, by hiero^yphic skill. 

The fortunes and the accidents of men. • • • 

— Told me that fate had form*d me to avenge 

My Cither's death, and Heaven's justice deal 

Against my guilty mother— -bidding me 

Momentous aspects of the air and sky 

Nightly to note ; nor to advance myself 

Till thrice three hundred days were past and gone. 

Then if my resolution lasted firm. 

To be at Argos on this day prepared. 

When glorious Phoebus, in the bright of noon, 

Would veil his light in signal of approval, 

And lo, the God assumes the gloom predicted. 

Of this volume of dramatic essays I have not much 

to complain. Only two hundred and fifty copies 

were printed ; and being on my own account, it fell of 

course still-bom, in one respect, from the press ; for 

unless pains are taken to interest the public in a 

book, it must, though it were the Bible, be neglected. 

Mr Croker, in the Quarterly Review, did all that 

such a genius could do to consign it to derision. 

But thereby hangs a tale. 

VOL. I. K 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Criticisms on the Dramas, 

Soon after the publication of my Tragedies I went 
to Gibraltar, and if they were noticed in the monthly 
periodicals, I do not recollect what was said of them. 
I rather think they were not, for, the impression being 
small, I could afford few copies for distribution, 
unless, indeed, I may say they were all for distribu- 
tion, reminding me of a maternal saying to a waiter. 
On one occasion, when my mother was coming in the 
mail from Scotland to London, finding herself rather 
" scomfished," she ordered tea while the horses were 
changing^ but before it was ready, the guard blew his 
horn, and obliged her to leave it untasted. The 
waiter followed to the coach, and reminded her that 
she had only paid for the tea, and left nothing for 
the waiter. " A's left for the waiter," said she, set- 
tling in her place, ^^ and ye'U just shut the door." 
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Some time after my return from the Rock, there 
was, however, a critique in the Quarterly Review, by 
Mr Croker, intended to be as severely ironical as his 
** poor ability," to use a phrase of Cardinal Wolsey, 
could indite ; but instead of afflicting, as he had hoped, 
it only tickled me exceedingly, owing to an accident 
little foreseen. 

At that time there was a foreign nobleman in 
London, who occasionally came to see me. He spoke 
and wrote English very well for a foreigner, but with- 
out that perception of the inflexions in the meaning 
of words, so seldom attained by outlandish people. 
The day that the Review was published, he received 
a copy, and read Crdcer's article with all the delight 
and enthusiasm of a friend, — ^not perceiving it was 
ironical. Perhaps it was, indeed, so clumsily done, 
that even a native might have been mistaken. Next 
morning, however, at an uncommonly early hour, he 
t;ame to congratulate me on bring acknowledged by 
the Review as another Shakspeare, a name which 
he had somewhere. read of. Not imagining that he 
could have been mystified, for he possessed great 
talent, I felt all the ecstasy of an author at the intel- 
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ligence, and immediately after breakfast sent for the 
publication, which presently, alas I set all right as to 
the character of the criticism. But before reading 
the article half through, I was so amused at the con*- 
stemation of my friend, as I explained to him the 
real meaning, that although the irony seemed to enter 
his soul, it was to me really diverting, beautifully 
illustrating that mercifulness with which Providence 
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb.^ 

Probably, however, the fortitude which in all cases 
I have ever evinced to the jSagellations of the critics^ 
was in this instance partly owing to the discipline 'to 
which I was accustomed in private. My friend Park, 
for example, was never satisfied unless my produc- 
tions were first*rate, and took a special pleasure in 
constantly reminding me of the excellences of authors 
before whom I durst not, in a metaphorical sense, 

> I wonder how I have attracted so much of Mr Croker's 
critical kindness, for I must suppose, in charity, that he bears in 
mind, and endeavours to imitate the example, that ''the Lord 
chasteneth whom he loveth." He must be a bold man to med- 
dle in the way he has done with my poetry ; did ever he forget 
his own ? I mean how he put the London Gazette into rhyme 
qnd called it " The Battle of Talavera," publishing it to encourage 
the Duke. 
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venture to lift my eyelids. Cowper, the poet, was a rank 
Pickle among the Westminster boys, — ^as dauntless 
as the champion of England at a coronation, compared 
to me in blushing bashfiilness before the worthies 
he, and be hanged to him, was ever preaching up as 
models for me to study. Thus it came to pass, that 
although the spirit of exoteric criticisms was merciless 
enough, it was ever mitigated to that of the Mephis- 
topheles that sat grinning at my own table. 

In looking over Park's letters I have found one 
pat to the occasion. It is chiefly concerning the very 
dramas that furnish the matter of this chapter, and I 
appeal to every skinless author if there was ever 
shown more hard-heartedness. It is, however, valua- 
ble as a morceau of criticism, and I expect, in perusing 
it, the courteous reader will, therefore, forget that it 
relates to my dramas, and take it only for its own 

merits. 

" Greenock, 13M il%, 1812. 
" My dear Friend, 
" I have receiyed your book, which is really a very handsome 
one, but, as you remark, exceedingly incorrect in point of typo- 
graphy. With regard to the comparative merit of the several 
pieces, I am still decidedly in favour of Qytemnestra, the last act 
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of which espedally displajs a tragic energy and a force of senti- 
ment which I have not found in any of the others. Antonia, I 
think, comes nearest to it in the interest of the story ; but the 
character of Carraragio, though an able delineation, is not dra^ 
matic, according to my conception of the term. It is a maxim 
which should never be lost sight of by those who write for the 
stage, that tragedy has to do only with the passions. Professional 
peculiarities, such as those described in Carravagio, are properly 
within the province of comedy. They belong to manners. 
Accordingly, with a little heightening, Carravagio might easily 
be made a comic character. Upon the whole, however, this » 
perhaps the best written play in the collection. The diction is 
less strained and distorted, and possesses a more equable and 
musical flow than in those places where you have attempted 
greater things. In Lady Macbeth, for instance, you have been 
led, by your admiration of Shakspeare, to assume a mystical 
pomp of language not easQy supported — and the misfortune is 
that a fall from such a * pernicious height* is dways exceedingly 
obvious. As a dramatic performance, however, the chief defect 
of this play is the want of a story — there are no events in pre- 
paration, nor is the final catastrophe brought about by the 
agency of the characters in the piece. The superstitious con- 
sultations of Macbeth appear to the reader to be conversations 
held merely out of a kind of half philosophical curiosity ; and 
BaudroKf (by the way a most uncouth name, even to an English 
ear, and to a Scottish one, I fear, almost burlesque,) Baudron 
is much too rational and benevolent to be a fit companion for 
' Hecate and the weird sisters. There are some highly poetical 
passages, however, which redeem these &ults, and, to readers of 
'the imaginative class, will compensate for the want of dramatic 
interest. At the head of these I place Lady Macbetb's (keam. 
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the painting' of which is horribly distinct. It is indeed a singnlwr 
fKtf and I cannot help pointing it out to your attention, that all 
the dramas in this Tolume turn upon incidents either disgusting 
or horrible, and of course the impression which they leaye upon 
the mind is in the main disagreeable. In the first, a father and 
a son are rivals in lore, an idea certainly unpleasing from the 
Ceding of indelicacy which it creates. In Antonia, the principal 
event is a rape ; and, as the whole interest of the performance 
rests upon this nefarious deed, it is of course never a moment 
out of the reader's head, which would, I think, be very distress* 
ing in the representation. In Agamemnon, a wife conspires 
with her paramour to murder her husband ; and in Clytemnestra, 
it is a son who puts hb mother to death on the altar. I do not 
instance Lady Macbeth, as hers are legitimate horrors, and are 
free from any mixture of indelicacy. I mention this merely for 
the sake of reminding you, that it is always dangerous for an 
author when a disagreeable impression is made on the reader, 
from whatever source, as the bulk of mankind are not skilful 
enough to discern what pertains to the author and what to his 
subject. A connoisseur may be in raptures with a picture repre- 
senting the flaying of Marsyas, but an ordinary spectator will 
turn from it in disgust, however great the abilities of the artist 
may be. Upon the whole, had you not written the third act of 
Gytemnestra, I must confess I should have formed a different 
opinion of your dramatic powers from what I now entertain ; but 
I conceive that even one undoubted proof of capacity in any de- 
partment of art may justly overbalance a number of defective 
performances, as we see that the greatest masters are liable to 
fail at least as ofren as they succeed. Dramatic composition I 
believe to be the most precarious of any. 
** I am very glad to hear that Mr Davies gives so good an account 
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of the sale of the Travels. If they come to a second edition, I 
hope you will give them a complete revisal, as in that case they 
will become in some degree a standard work, and will deserve 
your care- Pray, what do you think of the Edinburgh review 
of Lord B3Ton's new poem ? I should be glad to hear how his 
Lordship feels upon the occasion ; but I should think he must 
be satislSed that he has at least received justice, if no favour has 
been shown. The extractsln the Review show great poetical 
powers. Yours, Jambs Pabk." 

I think Thomson's idea of the subjects fit for 
tragedy more ingenious and better than Park's. Com* 
mon passions do not, in my opinion, furnish occa- 
sions for those bursts of pathos from which the sub- 
limity of tragedy arises. It is in the delicacy of th« 
management, as I conceive, that the whole peculiar 
art of the tragedian lies, and, of course, the more 
strange and horrible the topic is, the greater the 
difficulty of rendering it tolerable. The overcoming 
of difficulty is the triumph of art. 

It is scarcely possible to conceive a more frightful 
subject, for example, than the story of Myrrha; but 
who can read Alfieri's drama without the most poig- 
nant sorrow ? I saw it once on the stage, and several 
of the scenes are as vivid still in my recollection as 
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Mrs Siddons in any part of Lady Macbeth. Horace 
Walpole's Mysterious Mother is only not sublime 
because he has not treated the story delicately 
enough. But odious as it is, who can read it without 
emotion — ^who, indeed, would read it twice? — ^not^ 
however, for the same reason that one does not wish 
to weaken by a second perusal the fine horror pro* 
duced by the Robbers of Schiller, but because it 
*^ files the mind." My friend, however, thought that 
the ordinary distresses of the world are fit for trage* 
^es. In my opinion it is only the perpetration ci 
extraordinary crimes which awaken rare and dreadful 
sentiments ; and accordingly I accede to Thomson's 
notion. 



VOL. X. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Setntive to Editing Redhead Yorkers PubUcatian. 

It is mentioned in iny Au^biography that I kave 
be^ always saliject to occasional fits of abscnoe ^ 
mind) (Mmietiflies to soch a degree that all else but. the 
present thouglA fai» been £>rgotten, or only allowed 
to ocei^ a very sabordinate place in my attention. I 
called it self-absorption, having no other term .which 
so well expressed the predominance which interesting 
topics often acquired in my reflections. There is pro- 
bably something morbid in the mood, for it cannot 
uniformly be counteracted by resolution, and it leads 
frequently to inconvenience, by lessening, as it were, 
the importance of many things deserving of more 
consideration than they obtain, giving to my occulta- 
tions of others an air of concealment, when the total 
uselessness of such an artifice is as palpable as the 



cunning of tlie ostridt, wUch be]iev«(» whea it has 
hidden its head in a toft of grass^ that its huge body 
is not seen* ^ 

To myself this chaiacteiisttc does not appear so 
remarkable as it may hare dime to o^ra, and the 
consciousness of no deception being intendedi alwaya 
lightens the recdleetion of the inadvertencies to 
-which it gives rise. Of these was the total suspension 
in my m^nory, during the diotatioa of the Autobio* 
grainy, of having written the Crusade ; a work that 
the publishers must have recollected, and which being 
known to others, could not, in consequence, be owing 
to any desire to overlook it on my part. Therefore^ 
I wish to say, once for all, that wh^i it seems I con^ 
ceal any circumstance which others may know, it 
ought to be ascribed to that leakiness of memory 
which arBes from the infirmity alluded to, and is 
not intentional^ 

This prefatory matter is by way of introduction to 
a transaction still more (in my own opimon) curioua 
than even tl» neglect of the Crusade, I forgot enr 
tirely that I had at one time undertaken to edit a few 
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numbers of Redhead Yorkers Review, with the design 
of continuing it if I liked the labour. This was at 
the time I found myself so indisposed to the continue 
ance of an adventurous life, on failing to excite that 
attention to my scheme of transmitting British goods 
into the heart of the contineut, through Turkey, de* 
spite the Berlin and IMUlan decrees. I do not myself 
now comprehend why the affair has been so long ba-* 
nished from my mind as to be almost quite oblitera-* 
ted, for in it I appear to have acted in no discreditable 
manner. Even in the end, I obtained something like 
approbation from my considerate friend. However, 
certain it is the transaction escaped me^ and I hasten 
here to make amends for the omission. 

About the end of 18 1 1, it appears that I conununi* 
cated to Mr Park my intention to take up Mr Yorke's 
paper, the diief proprietor of which was the Rev. Dr 
Locke, a collateral descendant of the celebrated meta* 
physician. Park's answer is highly characteristic, and 
shows, at the same time, the freedom of that mental 
intercourse, which existed between us, and which, 
since his death, has never been supplied. 
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*' Greenock^ 81 j/ December, 181 K 
** My dear Friend, 
*' Although you do not say so, you are no doubt antidpating 
a serious expostulation on the subject of your letter, and I will 
not deny that I am both surprised and alarmed by it. I have 
what appear to me the strongest objections to the plan you liave 
announced of conducting Redhead Yorke's paper ; and I hope 
you will not take it iU if I state what they are, as I entertain 
some hopes that you have not yet gone beyond the power of re- 
tracting in this afiair. My objections are founded upon two dis- 
tinct Tiews of the matter. In the first place, it is clear, and I 
think on reflection you will acknowledge it yourself, that the step 
will decide the colour of your whole future life, and fix you down 
for the remainder of your days an author by profession, a writer 
for hread. Now this is certainly a consideration which demands 
a pause for reflection, and that a long and a serious one* With 
regard to the literary profession in general, I appeal to your 
own observation, and to the uniform experience of mankind in 
all countries, if it is not, of all the various ways of gaining alive- 
Hhood, the most uncertain, the most harassing, and, with a few, 
a very few exceptions, the most degrading, in its practical 
effects, to a man of spirit and talent, and such men only are fit 
£>r it. It is, in fact, only the desperate resource of men who have 
no profession, which they abandon as soon as they can find any 
other employment. No man takes it up as an eligible business 
(except perhaps one or two newspaper editors, and I believe 
even this exception is scarcely necessaiy), and if the necessity 
that originally drove him into it oblig;es him to continue, it is no- 
thing to the argument. But surely the case is widely difierent 
with you, who htfve a profession, and along with it habits andln- 
formation that should command the services of mankind^ instead^ 
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of depending on their opinions or caprices. In short, it appears 
to Die that the employment you are about to embadc in^ is nei- 
ther, in point of respectability, comfort, or emolument, sudi as I 
-would desire for you, or rather, as you should desurefor yourselfl 
Besides, it is attended with considerable personal baasaid, as tim 
late ejr officio trials sufficiently testify. Further, with regard to the 
particular work in question, there are several things that ^serve 
attention, and that require to be explained. Upon what politicid 
principles do you propose to carry it on ? You must be aware of 
its present character, and that its circulation is chiefly confined 
to the most devoted adherents of the ministry, to whom alone its 
violence can be in any degree acceptable. In accepting the ma« 
nagement of such a paper, an editor of a different way of think* 
Ing certainly places liimself ina very disagreeable and embarrass- 
ing situation. In the first place, he is in some degree bound to 
Continue the work on its own principles, by the very act of taking 
k with the advantage of an established circulation ; and if he at* 
tempt to alter its tone in a gradual manner, so as to avoid giving 
immediate umbrage, he is sure to be sooner or later detected and 
abandoned by the old set of subscribers, and most probably with*, 
out acquiring any others in their place, as the work will, in ap«^ 
pearance at least, stfll wear the badge of its former party. Setting 
these considerations aside, however, and viewing it merely as a 
literary undertaking, I must warn you that you will have a strong 
prejudice to overcome in your outset, as the successor of a writer 
whose offences against good taste and sound reason have been so 
disgusting to men of sense and moderation. I do not know what 
Mr Yorke's private character may be, and I suppose it respect, 
able, but as an author he is detestable. This, in my estimation, 
IS an objection of no small weight. Another is, that in the course 
even of this winter, important political changes are likely to take 



VI tiMi Ipiliiiies of pv^ pnhlwiriiiBii, v puMiifitiffiM llml wsw 
thoo^ so. ShcHild k not, your rok would be the greater, finr I 
am aati^ied thai in ao longer period of tune, jtm waiiid beeone 
an opposition writer, or at least you would aol fril tolet fly iooif 
obiundous truth, which would bring you under the purview of 
the Attorney- General: In the present state of the law of Ubel and 
of politics in this country, I do not know a situation of more hazard 
than that aia public writer^ or <me that requiree more eoolaest, 
more address in the use of words^ or more anxious vigilance and 
attention. The sword is constantly suspended over his head by 
a sin^e hair. And what is l^e great inducement that counter- 
balances such terrible evUs ? Not emolument, for I am certain 
that your plan will not answer as a pecuniary speculation, and 
this for a highly creditable reason. Your mind is too impartial 
and too honourable to modify and suppress its opinions to pleasf 
a particular set of men, and no political writer ever succeeded in 
this country but by means of a party. Such are the reasons upon 
which my un&vourable opinion of your plan is grounded* You 
win probably think them timorous, and likewise harsh, and I cer- 
tainly hav^ not pleased myself in the manner of stating them, 
but my object is merely to awaken your own reflections. |f you 
can by any fair means shake yourself clear of this paper, k witt 
afibrd me most sincere pleasure. Should this be out of your 
power, however, you may depend on all the aid my feeble pen 
can ^ve you ; and, in the meantime, you are welcome to make 
any use you think proper of the essay you mention, I need not 
g^ve you any caution about names. By the way, I hope your 
own same wiU not appear in the work, at least at preseiit* I 
have not yet mentioned your design to the good people at hoiae j 
but if I do it before heariag from you, you may trust to my dis- 
cretion la softening matters. I oan tell you it will cause a lamear 
tatioQ, I beg you will write me in course, aiter a serious xeemf 
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sideration of the matter in question ; and whatever may he your 
determination, I shall receive it with the acquiescence due to a 
man in his own affairs. At the same time, I never was more in 
tamest than I am at this moment. I wish you many happy 
years. Yours always, 

" James Park." 

What answer I returned to my fiiend's remon- 
strance is no longer recollected. It is probable I 
reminded him of my circumstances, and the frustra- 
tion of the hopes I had cherished of establishing a 
transit business. I say so without the slightest re- 
collection of what passed, and altogether as an infe- 
rence from the contrition which he expressed for the 
friendly candour of his expostulation, which was as 

follows :— 

" Greenock, 7th Januari/, 1812. 
" My dear Friend, 
" I know not when I was seized with such poignant remorse 
as on reading your last letter, and my regret was increased by 
the mildness with which you treat my ill-timed representations. 
However, that is past now, and by way of reparation I intend 
to exert myself with still greater zeal in promoting your prefect 
than I did in opposing it I fear the annexed performance will 
not arrive in time for your next publication, but it wiU per- 
haps be as well to reserve it for the next, as you must not be 
too lavish of original matter. Once £br all, I give you full powers 
to reject, expunge, and alter whatever you think proper in any 
of my lucubrations. It will be as well to omit the initials, as 
Chey might betray me to your readers here. I am much pleased 
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wiih jomBninmber, m^atoinlMt plmed mib tbe aotfce 

70U have taken of my essay on eduoitton. which is better than 

I thought, and most wonderfully in point to the timet. I shaU 

be glad to jbear at 70ur leiiiwe if it makfli mayimpttmku^ Itat 

do not waste your time in writing lopg letters, I hope the pie. 

sent communication is not ill adapted to your paper. The most 

p«t of it is written off-hand, Mid not Tery kgfbb ; but if you will 

indulge me in this practice, I may have it in my power to be a 

more frequent correspondent. I have great plans in my head, 

and the foreign library will affbrdme Tslnable materials on French 

affittis— -£>r instance, the designs of Qocbe on Ireland, and other 

things of a similar kind. I shall also endeavour to set Mr 

McCartney a-going, but I doubt if his fitvourite subjects would 

aoit yomf work. As I have much at heart the coneetness of 

your paper in style and typogrt^hy, I shall mention occasionaDy 

any habitual errors I may observe. I recollect two in this 

number— prec^eding for preceding— and dicta prefixed to a verb 

in the ao^gular. lamhappy tosay that the old folks have much 

less to say again9t the plan than I had supposed from former ex- 

perience would have been the case. Your father is highly pleated 

vith ^bB book, and is pMMid of it as the produetion of his son. 

This, I think, is a^ery pleasing circumstance. You must gfve 

in my name to your publisher as a subscriber for the Review, as 

it has not come forward. 

*\l9m,yQm9tbmy§t 

<« JjkUEs Park. 

^* ft w!H ob%e me If you wfll attend paHicidariy to the eop- 
Teciion of the press in priating my matters* There is only one 
error in the essay, but it is a puzzling one." 

Tbk ktter ol^rda a |di$ai»ii^ view of F«rk'9 ^a- 
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racter. In the remonstrance given in the preceding 
tetter, he was as frank and plain as the occasion 
SBeemed to demand* But when he saw that I was 
110 loiiger in a condition to choose, he drove from his 
mind the vexatious thoughts which troubled him, 
and gave me all the aid in his power. I am willing 
to think that this was such an instance of true friend- 
ship as few have experienced, and ought to lighten 
the blame, if I have incurred any, for entertaining 
a better opinion of mankind than those who have 
suffered less from the errors or malevolence of indi- 
viduals* 

The next letter from him contained another com- 
munication, and intimates that our old schoolfellow, 
Spence, was at work for me — one of those few inge- 
nious men who are slow of reaching the meridian, 
because they are ultimately destined to attain a great 
height, and to be long brilliant. * 

When I had conducted the Political Review about 
a month, I began to tire of it. My habits were 
at- that time active, and the sedentary consideta- 
tion which a weekly publication necessarily requires, 
tras not in] unis6n tvith my restless disposition. 
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Kit the foUowing epistle from Paik mmtt OMMre al- 

tendon tlian I can at this distance of time presume 
to expei^ wSl be paid to any thing I can say* My 

letters to him are destroyed. 

^ Gftenoek^ fU Febmay^ 1812. 
*< My dear FiUBND» 
" I hope the foregoing wiH be in time. Let me know if it is 
in your next, as Sunday is my most oonvenient day to lucubrate. 
W. Spence is at work on a most interesting tulgect^ a com« 
parison of the En^sh and Scotch administration of Criminal 
law; but you need not take any notice till you receive the 
paper. We are highly pleased with your last number. Go on* 
hut in the midst of your boldness remember discretion. The 
manner is of more consequence thim the matter, in political 
writing. I recommend the above to your fatherly care in cor* 
lecting the press. I still want the first number. Yours, 

" James PAaa.* 

** Greenodt, 14M Fehrmry, 1812. 

*» Mr DBAH FftlBNP, 

^' Your letter found me in the midst of my belance*-« business 
tiuit wiU allow nothing to interfeie with it..-*otherwise it was 
entitled to an earlier answer* The day after I received it, your 
father told me that you had been prevailed upon to conduct the 
Keview a little longer ; but as I inuigine you are not anuous 
now for the success of the paper, or very desirous of obtaining 
communicatioitf , I have foi this we^ omitted my usual contri^ 
bution* Aa I am so little acquainted with the circumstances 
comieeted with your change of pkin« I am at a loss whether, to 
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congratulate you or condole with you on the occasion ; only, as 
I really think that you exposed yourself to some risk hy the bold- 
ness of certain passages in the numbers you have published, and 
when I also perceive that you were preparing for still greater 
enormities, I am disposed to consider your relinquishing the 
paper as at least a safe proceeding. I observe you have put 
your name to the principal article in the last number. It Is, 
fortunately, one of the ablest papers that ever proceeded from 
your pen, though strongly marked with peculiarities, and even 
eccentricities, which greatly weaken, I think, the impression it 
ought to make by the vigour and comprehension of the reason- 
hig. You are so extreme a mannerist in style, that your readers 
would almost require to be your personal friends and acquaint- 
ance before they can do you justice. You write from the very 
peculiar associations of your own mind, instead of attending to 
those general associations which are common to the bulk of man., 
kind. This I presume you will admit to be a fault in a public writer, 
who certainly ought to write popularly, otherwise he must be 
perpetually misconceived, and of course misrepresented. An 
ordinary reader fastens upon an outre expression, and being 
unable to penetrate the recondite meaning that lurks under its 
fantastic disguise, thinks it downright nonsense and raving. You 
may guess from these remarks, that though I admired your 
fourth number, the fifth was not to my taste. I was indeed 
seriously angry with you for taking so little pains on the form of 
yoiur observations, especially as the matter was good. Our 
coffee-room readers, though no conjurers, are probably a pretty 
fair sample of readers in general ; and therefore I tliink it worth 
while to observe how they are aifected by any remarkable pas- 
sage. I find that any odd or very peculiar expression uniformly 
shocks their taste, and injures the impression of the composition, 
«• With regard to the project you mention, you may of course 
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rely on my zealous co-operation, as far as my ability and leisine 

wiU admit. At the same time, I really do not consider any 
occasional aid tUat I could give worth reckoning upon in esta- 
Uishing a periodical work. For one thing, I find an absolute 
necessity, in these wretched times, to derote more of my time to 
business than I hare been in the habit of giving to it ; and 
the quantity of exercise I am obliged to take in order to prew 
serve myself in health, greatly abridges my hours of study, I 
am now fully convinced that a man of business, who has a daily 
routine of transactions to go through without intermission, can- 
not be a ivriier to any purpose. I could certainly, however, do 
a little, but I fear our friend the mathematician, however well 
disposed, will scarcely do any thing. When a man has a 
fevourite study, in which he b led on by the ardour of discovery 
from one vast labour to another, it is impossible to drag him 
from it by any other motive than absolute necessity. He is also 
fattidiaus with regard to his own compositions, a dbposition 
which is a great enemy to productiveness, however it may fiivour 
correctness. I observe that you have put the Cardinal to the 
press. I shall be glad to hear what arrangement you have made 
with respect to this work, and when it will be out Pray send 
my engravings for the Traveb, and likewise the first number of 
the Review. Have Cadell and Davies had many orders for 
copies? Yours, Jambs Park." 

It does not appear tliat I continued much after 
the date of the last letter in my editorial capacity ; 
but in the whole business, it will be allowed that 
Park acted in the most friendly and most disinterested 
manner. Sometimes it suggests to me a pleasing 
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mNmiiibQe»oe9 when I call to mind the geaertl sccfpe 

of his friendsliip. The whole of his conduct, in the 
a&ir of the Review, ia unique and complete within 
itself; beautiful for its consistency, pathetic by its 
anxietieisb and such q& seldom illuminates the 4>bsGifr» 
tity of private life. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Change of Character previous to going to Gibraltar. 

The time at which I resolved to have nothing 
mote to do with the Political Review, until I went 
to Gibndtar, with the intention of being settled there, 
was perhaps the most important short period of ntj 
t^hole life, and yet not distinguished by any incident 
TTorthy of being recorded. 

In outward seeming, it wa^ calculated to e:mte 
•only a kind of wonder in my friends at what I was 
^oing ; but to myself, the whole mind was turned up 
from the bottom, and sown with new intentions. I 
Am not sure that thete was any thing praiseworthy 
in this, for 1 do not think that resolutions of -changes 
are ever very salutary; for resolutions are of the nature 
of substitutes of reason for instincts, and I am inclined 
at this time of day to prefer the guidance of instincts^ 
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which are derived from heaven, to the guidance o£ 
human reason, which is often at variance with them^ 
and we know is frail and infirm. I was coerced^ 
however, by circumstances, to the alteration, though^ 
to the cursory observer, there was no great apparent 
cause ; even my friend Park was not very sensible 
of the necessity with which I conceived myself to be 
then environed. 

I was still a young man, in the society of those to 
whom I had been accustomed ; but the sacrifices of 
inclination made to retain this footing, were never, in 
my own opinion, adequately conceived. That same 
decision of character, however, which has been at 
once a bane and antidote to myself, came into opera- 
tion in the most effective manner, and the determina- 
tions then formed have never been since altered, nor 
yet has my appearance in the eyes of the world been 
in any degree changed. It is of no use to affect con- 
cealment of the ambition by which I was actuated ; 
but only those can form a competent idea of the 
strength of the passion, from the little incidents I 
have now to relate, by studying them as indices. 

From the time I became a member of Lincoln's 
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Inn, I had become a collector, or rather a picker up, 
of old books. This was altogether a matter of taste, 
and really of no earthly use, but I was not unsucoess* 
ful in the pursuit. I had formed abroad and at home 
a carious collection, and such as yery few persons 
of my station had any thing like ; but I reckon-^ 
ed a book the first printed in Spain as my greatest 
curiosity. I bought it for half-a-crown, and the pre- 
sent Duke of Marlborough gaye odds of nine pounds 
for it at my sale. However, as I have long since 
discharged the subject from my mind, I shall not be 
more particular. 

When I had resolved to think no more of the bar, 
I determined to sell this collection, for which pur- 
pose I directed a gentleman, who I conceived was 
qx&alified, to make the necessary arrangements. How 
he neglected the business I cannot tell, but it so hap- 
pened, that he forgot the day of sale, and the books 
brought, with a very few exceptions, scarcely the 
prime cost. The result mortified me extremely, and 
from the day I received the account, I determined 
never to buy a book again, except such as I found 
absolutely necessary. To that resolution I have 

VOL. I. M 
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adhered for more than one-and-twenty years; for 
^ven the books that I could not attain without pur* 
(^ase, I always sold again* In a few instanoes^ I 
have receiyed presents of valuable works, but in all 
the time, though a man addicted to reading and 
research, I do not think, including periodicals, that I 
have laid out so much as ten pounds. 

This circumstance is rather given as an instance of 
character, than as a privation voluntarily endured ; 
for although I felt something like hardship in the 
abstinence for two or three years, it grew into a habit, 
and I felt at last none. I soon discovered that the 
public libraries, and those of private friends, could 
be resorted to; and what was at first exceedingly 
.disagreeable, has now become a matter of great in'*^ 
difference. 

But the book-buying abstemiousness should only 
be considered as characteristic of all my resolutions 
at that period. Indeed it was not till I felt that in 
the course of a year I should be free of all my en«- 
cumbiances, that I relapsed in any degree to the 
unshackled inclinations of my youth ; but at that 
time I put fetters on my aspirations; and diough 



jittle Atmgei in wfaftt stay be oalkd my ezUbiliQA, 
I really looked at bolh sides of a sllilliiig befinse I 
spent it ; aad yet I believe many persons aceusfaNned 
to an iini^estiieted e3q)enditure in their own UttLs wants 
may have thought me eirtmvagant, (or at the time I 
was so penurious to myself^ I did not like that the woild 
should see it* It has thus happened that the very 
deteraiinatlon to be extr3mely eoonomical has be» the 
cause of my resorting to a mote elevated walk of ]i& 
than my circumstances seemed to justify* 

When I had arranged on going to Gi]mltar» t 
proceeded to Scotland, not as a common visits for in 
the course of th^t excursion I went to ev^ place I 
could recollect^ with which in my boyhood I had 
been fioniliar, e7^ to the diurehyard, oo the t<Mnb^ 
stopei of whijh I had often played* 

The journey in one respect was not pleasant^ I 
found myself prodigiously changed, and I saw many 
persons altered by time — changed too, I thought, 
in chm^fAer. But llie great tmnsmutation of which 
I was sensible, was in my own hopes* I remcoabene^ 
well how buoyant, even fantasticp.1, tb^ once hti 
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been, how luxuriant and blossomy ; but I saw that a 
blight had settled on them, and that my career must 
in future be circumscribed and very sober. 

There is no denying what was lodged in my 
bosom, and whenever an accidental bud or shoot 
at variance with a very moderate scheme of life 
appeared, it bred in it a canker. In a word I was 
altogether a different being, and certainly not that 
kind of person whom previously I had been. In one 
respect there was, perhaps, no great change upon me; 
I continued to have the same general views of man- 
kind, but I saw that interest alone was not an ade- 
quate fulcrum for the machine requisite to move them^ 
A kind of disagreeable suspicion of other qualities, at 
ieast as influential, was beginning likewise to dawn ; 
. and folly and ignorance, I began to think, had quite 
as much to say in human affairs as interest, and con- 
ceit a great deal more. All these were not, in my 
opinion, so manageable as interest. 

Interest may be addressed with success where only 
it is considered, but ignorance, folly, and conceit are 
not so easily dealt with, for however warily a man 



^OHHOALT. 141 

may deal mth interest, the others step in, and are 
apt to disconcert his wisest arrangements. 

Glad to escape into a new sphere of action, I 
bade adieu to the United Kingdom with very calm 
expectations as concerned the happiness in store for 
me ; but there was nothing in the circumstances of 
the case, that interfered with my literary predilec- 
tions. 

At Gibraltar I began to learn Spanish, and having 
access to the garrison and the town libraries, my time 
did not hang heavy, though I do not remember any 
particular benefit derived from these advantages, 
for I do not reckon occasional satirical verse-making 
as one, nor the reading of many books as any thing 
extraordinary. I remember, however, that having 
much leisure necessarily for some time, I employed it 
in drawing up a brief history of Frederick's part in 
Ihe celebrated Seven Years' war, considering it as a 
splendid period, attended with no apparent results in 
its consequences, however fatally prolific ; for it 
appeared to me that Frederick, by the brilliant station 
he possessed as a king, became unconsciously the 
apostle of those prindples which acquired, afterwards. 
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•ttph an asce&d&noy, ami g^e tmdi an Impetiis to tW 
French ReyohitiiHi^ 

Thi^ littLe biAtorical disquisition w«g the only things 
ef moment that I put togedusr while in Gil^altar,. 
hut I was not impressed with the momento^ nature^ 
af the subject tiU long after. The character and 
tmiencyy however, of the Seven Years' war, in giving" 
moral influence to Frederick, has not been sufll- 
eiently yet c<MjddiKred. 

One thing m unkon with this course of study I 
^ught to m^^tion, especially as it is not very conso-* 
jiant to Britkh feeling, and may give rise to new 
trains of thmight ; I mean the di^!aeter of the elder 
Fttt, the gfeat Lord Chatham* Of all men of high 
endonmamit, he has since appeared to me as the most 
arrogant asd shortsighted. To his supericHr taints 
in debate, and his command over the minds of others, 
I am wiJibg to aUow the utmost admiratbn ; but of 
that di&eeming spirit which sees the results in the 
tendendes of things, I consider him to a remarkable 
degree defective, and tSirough all his life unawam 
that the time might oome whai Governments, whieh 
he thought ail ai»d all, when wisely, aeeordis^ to hia 
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notions, administered, might, instead of principals, 
sink into the agents of the multitude. With his mind 
formed upon the usages and precedents that prevailed 
in his time, he would, in my opinion, have been a poor 
statesman, amidst the storms and turbulence of the 
French Revolution. Perhaps had he lived in that 
eventful period, he might have acquired the know- 
ledge of those things which were wanted ; but as he 
appears to have been constituted, I consider him only 
as having been a great man, with all his energy, to 
his contemporaries, and not one of those epochal 
examples by which Providence gives a new stimulus 
to the actions and sentiments of mankind. Nobody 
thinks now of Lord Chatham, — ^no, not so much as of 
Sir Robert Walpole* How different is it with Burke, 
whose genius and foresight have continued to rise and 
brighten ever since he was removed from the earth I 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Supposition of having described only from memory'-'Tke har- 
many which genius discerns — My Novels taken promiscuously 
— Men and Women — Reflections, 

Before I proceed to notice separately those pro- 
ductions which have obtained the greatest share of 
attention, and in which it is supposed my " great 
strength lieth," it is necessary I should enter into 
some explanation relative to " mine art." 

It is imagined that I have drawn entirely on my 
recoUectiouj both for the incidents and characters of 
my most valuable pictures ; and it has been alleged 
that I have had very little recourse to that kind of 
invention, composition, which constitutes the vitality 
of art, and that in consequence of not having had 
access to the company of proper models, I have failed 
in my attempts to exhibit persons of a higher sphere 
of life than my own. 
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Those who first gave forth these imaginations, 
could have known little of my history, even while 
they were paying the very highest compliment to 
the accuracy of my observations. 

It may be seen by my Autobiography that I was 
brought up in a respectable station, which rendered 
me very unlikely to have, after I was ten years old, 
seen much of that liie which it is supposed I have 
most delighted to paint. But a certain distance in 
all limning is necessary to enable an artist to eon- 
template, in the most picturesque point of view, the 
objects he would represent. The vraisemblable of my 
pictures ought to have been, therefore, regarded as ' 
a proof that I could not have been very intimately 
near those things which I have chosen to depict, al- 
though in all of them there may be a bringing to- 
gether of homogeneous circumstances, so obvious, 
that the mere mirroring of the mind is not their sole 
merit, and for this reason. There is a universal har- 
mony in Nature, and in the imitation and perception 
of this divine impress consist the excellence and the 
glory of art. One may extract by observation the 
elements, as it were, of works of art, but the dis- 
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cermoeat of the eternal' and univ^aesal loniUMiy is 
essential to their formation ; and the exactness with 
which it is imitated by composition, constitutes that 
approximation to perfection, which genius hopes to 
attain. 

This accuiacy in individual impressions on the 
mind, which is common memory, and which all mea 
in some degree possess, is not pidy requisite in art» 
but also a fiiculty to perceive th^ all-pervadijQg har- 
mony of Natoe, or^ in other words, the power of 
discerning the things which can fittest be assimilated* 
Occasionally I have flattered myself tiia^t I possessed 
^a little portion o£ this innate endowment, espedalLy 
since sonte of my attempts to put things ^c^ther, in. 
accordance with the systematic haxmony of Nalui?e, 
haye been generally recognised as not to hay^ \tfm 
failures ; a^d I acknowledge tiiat I haye oft^ wmk' 
pleasure in forming groups oi the reooUections 6i tjbe 
individual things which I have previously noticed, 
but I am not myself conscious of having Isid say 
recollection under any other eontributioja. I hayei 
but done as the painters do,'*-.made compositions by 
dovetailing different sketches together. More<»r€^r^ 
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the models to which I hare had recouree, were not 
always of that lank of life in which I hare repie- 
sented them, Leddy Chippy, for example, is the 
caricature of a person in a very different station from 
that to. which she is represented as belonging. I 
only, however, took the outline. And Sir Andrew 
Wyllie had his original in a late very worthy, straight- 
forward baronet — -with, however, a little dash of more 
drollery than I ever saw in my model. Moreover, 
I never slept but one night in a manse, and that was 
then the habitation of a clergyman, any thing but a 
Mr Balwhidder. 

It was to the natural character that my studies 
were directed, and I need not add that this is more 
obvious in the upper orders than in the middle classes. 
I confess, indeed, that I have been but little suscep- 
tible for a long time of the difference of that drapery 
in which so many think all the differences of rank 
consist, for I have looked more at God's creatures 
than iftt the works of the tailor or milliner; but if 
there be any truth in the hypothesis upon which it 
htts been thought I have only painted from memory. 
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undoubtedly my pictures of the higher orders should 
be more like them^ than those of subjects taken from 
modds in my own degree ; for I have been a more 
intimate associate with people of what are deemed of 
condition, than with those belonging either to the 
professional or mercantile classes, but I never cared 
•much about the actors or actresses, or lay-figures 
among them, nor, after a short interview, could I 
ever see more than that lords and ladies were but 
men and women. 

Tie other day I happened to see, in an American 
publication, a kind of estimate of me, in which there 
is displayed considerable acumen, but the writer as- 
sumes as true what I deny. So much stress was 
laid on the hypothetical fact, that being in bed, and 
having nothing else to do, I, by way of curiosity, 
though generally aware of the fact, arithmetically 
enumerated my female Mends, and found that I was 
better acquainted with more than twice the number 
of ladies of title than with mistresses of all ranks. 

I do not mention this in vanity, for of what import- 
ance is that now to an invalided adventurer? but 
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only to show how little reliance ought to be placed on 
the on dits of the world. Perhaps it would be difficult 
to point out another man who has seen so many of 
the varieties of life, and certain I am that my stars 
have had more to do in this matter than either kith, 
kin, or ally. I was, doubtless, not bom in the he- 
misphere of fashion, but I have lived as much in it 
as a plebeian should do, who has any respect for him- 
self. The misconception, however, probably arises 
from what were the ostensible workings of ambition, 
and by ascribing, in consequence, the manifestations 
of that obtrusive passion to the effervescence of vanity. 
Whether the reader believe me or not, it is little to 
the purpose, but there never was the inflation of 
vanity about me. My aim was directed to distinc- 
tion that should be deserved, and few have laboured 
more assiduously to attain it« This is seriously said, 
under the anguish of that premature infirmity which 
has compelled me to quit, not, I trust, with discom- 
fiture, the arena. 

Of my conceptions of historical manners I am 
really inclined to be a little dogmatical, because aware 
of being at least as well acquainted by experience 
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imAt them as those who trumpet my defects, and cif 
&m]ig gone through a course of antiquarian study 
lyhich such critics have probably not — a course whick 
I thought justified me to venture the developementa 
I have attempted. Still it may be said, and I am 
not denying it, that I may not have described olden 
things well. 

It is very true that I have not sat at the tables 
of ^^ the Lord's anointed, kings," but sovereig^s^ 
^' and viceroys over them," have done landlord to 
me with much suavity ; and were there not a 
seeming ostentation in the statement, I might 
speak of being on terms of greater intimacy with 
princes and nobles, both at home and abroad, than 
with mercantile men. But, nevertheless, I only 
claim the merit of bringing individuab forward^ 
with adjuncts and scenery suitable to their natural 
characters. It is time, however, to end this dis- 
quisition, which I hope the reader will regard with 
indulgence, and not deem impertinent, for it avails 
nothing now to me to speak of ^^ vain things,'* 
or those which ^^ the people mind." In truth, I 
think less about them than of the blind mendicant 
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sitting on the wayside, with his hat on the road, 
and his messan slumbering near, rolling, it may 
he, without sin, his sightless orbs reproachfuUy to 
Heaven ; and it is no alleviation to my suffering, to 
think that as proud a man, the iUustrious Dante, 
solicited alms, and yet had not survived eleven shocks 
and aggravations of paralysis. They must read, 
indeed, with little tact, what I have written about 
myself, who suppose I can have any gratification in 
i^)eaking of the dewdrops that sparided in the vpring 
of life, or the eiranesoent fragrances of its sommer. 

But I have done. The only question is — Are ny 
descriptions natand? are my charaetars, no matter 
whether crones, caris, or courtiers, like human beings? 
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CHAPTER XVII, 

Annals of the Parish. 

After my return from Gibraltar, the work subse- 
quently published under the title of the Annals of the 
Parish was my first production. It was undertaken 
in the summer of 1813, Some account of its history 
was introduced into my Autobiography, for I had not 
then contemplated the present Memoir ; but it will not 
be deemed improper to repeat what I said of it here. 

[When very young, I wished to write a book that 
would be for Scotland what the Vicar of Wakefield 
is for England, and early began to observe and to 
conjecture in what respects the minister of a rural 
parish difiered from the general inhabitants of the 
country. The study was not, however, pursued 
with any particular intensity, the opportunity being 
wanting, for our town was large, and the clergymen 
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in it too urbane to fornish a model. The beau ideal 
of a rural pastor never presented itself to me ; but I 
beard from others descriptions of the characters of in- 
diyiduals, by which I was furnished with many hints. 
The original of Micah Balwhidder was minister of 
Saltcoats in my youth ; I never saw him, though 
from boyhood intimate with members of his &mily. 

One Sunday, happening to take a walk to the 
neighbouring village to Greenock, Innerkip, I ob- 
served,, that from the time I had been there, some 
progress had been made by Sir John Shaw Stewart 
ia turning it inside out. While looking at the vari- 
ous improvements around, my intention of writing a 
minister's sedate adventures returned upon me, as if 
the mantle of inspiration had suddenly dropped upon 
my shoulders, and I resolved to make the schoolmas- 
ter of the village the recorder of a register. A speci- 
men of what I then designed is introduced into Eben 
Erskine ; but I did not proceed with that intention, 
and it was not till after my marriage that I altered 
my plan into the Annals of the Parish, nor did I 
then quite complete it, as I was informed that Scot- 
tish novels would not succeed (Waverley was not 
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then published); and in edmeqiieQee I thfew the 
manuscript aside* 

Yearg after, I found it among my popersy and read 
it over as an entire stranger, when seyeial passages. 
strodL itie as having some mentj and as they pro- 
duced the same eSeet on my friend Mr O y who 

that day dined with me, I sent the manuscript to 
Mr Blackwood of Edinburgh, by whom it was pub- 
lished* 

Some of the individuals who have been the moddbs 
of the characters, were, on the publication, at once 
recognised, which tended to corroborate the &vourw 
aUe o{nnion I had myself formed of the work ; bat 
although the story was suggested by the improve* 
ments of Innerkip, the scene is lud in the wh<s^ 
abouts of the village of Dreghom.] 

I hive been told, when the book fi»t came o«% 
Lady M. recognised her aunt Lady B. C. in Lady 
Macadam. There was some shrewdnesa m the guess, 
for although of the eccentricities of the old lady I 
hatve but a sdiooftoy's recdlection,. she certaiidy was 
present to my imagination in the coiieeption of the 
dtaraeter,. ariffb^ fiross local circumstances eeuiected 
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inth Dreghom. The actual model was a Mrs 

P , of St Peter's, Isle of Thanet, where, I 

dare say, she is still remembered. Since the book waS 
finished, I have become acquainted, however, with a 
still more perfecft specimen of the same genus, in a 
young lady who is in her dghty-ninth year, and might 
become immortal if she would only write her own 
reminiscences. 

I am led from many circumstances to conclude 
that this simple work is considered the best of my 
productions ; but although willing to regard it among 
the most original, I do not myself think so. No 
doubt it has what my own taste values highly, 
considerable likeliness, if the expression may be 
used, but it is so void of any thing like a plot, that it 
lacks in the most material feature of the novel. 

To myself it has ever been a kind of treatise on the 
history of society in the West of Scotland during the 
reign of King George the Third ; aoid when it was 
written, I had no idea it would ever have been 
received as a novel. Fables are often a better way 
of iUustrating philosophical truths than abstract rea- 
soning; ttnd in this olass of compositions I would 
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place the Annals of the Parish ; but the pubUc con-* 
sider it as a novel, and it is of no use to think of 
altering the impression with which it has been re- 
ceived. 

In some respects I may be justified in being proud 
of the Annals of the Parish, as it has been the means 
of procuring me many civilities and some amuse- 
ment, I cannot imagine, however, that it would be 
agreeable to those by whom I have been obliged, to 
mention their names, but one incident was curious. 

In coming through St James's Park I was over- 
taken by a thunder-storm, and obliged to run to a 
door in Queen's Square for shelter. While there, 
the wind shifted, and blew the shower right against 
me. In this dilemma I knocked, and giving my 
card to the servant, requested permission to take 
shelter in the hall. 

In a short time the servant took in my card, and a 
lady, who asked me into the library, enquired if the 
« Annals of the Parish" had been written by me, a$ 
they were just then reading the book up stairs, and 
presently I could see, with the tail of my eye, that 
a gentleman, and others of the family, came into 
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the room to look for something, but went away with- 
out finding what they wanted, eyeing, however, 
curionsly the intruder. Soon after this, I had one 
of my severe attacks, and have not since been often 
out of my room. 

But the conception of the work is now an old story, 
and I have had, since it was written, something else 
to do than to think much about it. Indeed, it is full 
ten years since I looked into it, nor was I aware, till 
I did so to-day, to brighten the materials of this 
Chapter, that it affords so many exact specimens of 
the kind of art which I have indifferently studied. In 
turning over the leaves, I see, in almost every page, 
proo& of those kind of memorials to which I have been 
most addicted — ^things of which the originals are, or 
were, actually in nature, but brought together into 
composition by art. I will give some of them, that 
the reader may see why I deny to memory that ho- 
nour which is so freely granted, while I admit that my 
portfolio possessed scarcely more than her sketches. 

In the very second page of the First Chapter, the 
account of " the placing" of Mr Balwhidder is derived 
from a description, which I perfectly recollect, of some 
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ainular ceremony ihat my giandmother had wUnesscMGL 
At a placing which happened in Greenock, I heaxd 
myself a weaver, of the name^ I thinks of Johnny 
Finnic, pronounce the very words I have ascribed to 
Thomas Thorl. This man was the ^on of th« West 
Elirk betheral, whom I have done my best to inunor- 
talize in the story of a similar worthy. The account of 
*^ laying the hands'' was a joke ascribed to Mr Thom^ 
the minister of Givan, at the placing a neighbouring^ 
minister. The interview with Thomas Thorl is founded 
on an account given by my grandmother of a recep- 
tion she gave herself, in days of yore, to one of *^ God's 
gorbies," at Irvine. The whole story of Mrs Mai^ 
cplm and her &mily, is an invention, thoo^ I am 
inclined to think it is indebted to some hints of the 
same ingenious carlin, for her maiden name was Med- 
cplm, nor am I sure that the memory had any thing 
to do with the remainder of the Chapter. 

The Second Chapter owes much to my recoUection 
of hearing of the smuggling days at the Troon, in 
Ayrshire, the same place where the Duke of Port- 
land, since my schoolboy time, has built a town* The 
story of the Chelsea Pensioner is an invention, but 
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the smiepdtious tea-drinking in the garden is behold* 
tti to the ^^ veooerable parent/' What ensues, ihe dust 
offorgetfidness. hides ; but I remember that one John 
Baynes was a grocer in Irvine, and I think that Nanse 
Galt» whom I have denominated Nanse Banks, kept a 
schocd in Irvine, and my description of her person was 
taken fiom tiiat peering personage. The story anent 
h^ is a contrivance. The Irvine dancingmaster was a 
Mr Banks, but Macskipnish is a caricature of one that 
afterwards taught me to walk minuets at Greeno<&. 
His st<Hry, however, is a fiction. 

I do not recollect the originals who. furnished Ae 
models for the persons and incidents in the Third 
Chapter, exc^ the circumstance of Mazy Spaewell 
throwing her old shoe after the sailoiwboy on his first 
going to sea. I know not the ori^n of the custom, but 
I have seen the cantrip practised. Of Chapter Fourth 
I am equidly oblivious, but the inmdant of the lioiea 
is true, and was performed by a boy that twell knew. 
Nor of Chapter Fifth do I recollect much, but the 
two first lines of the epitaph are taken from an inscrip- 
tion in the West Kirkyard of Greenock, written by 
the Reverend Mr Buist, an antiburgher minister, on 
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the tomb of his first wife. The third, somewhat al* 
tered, is from a very common epitaph in the Brighton 
churchyard. It is engraved on my memory by an 
exclamation of a soldier to a comrade. They were 
meditating among the tombs, when with a shout of 
glee, he called out, " D — ^n it, Jack, here's that there 
pale consumption again." The rest of the epitaph is 
Mr Balwhidder*s own composition. Chapter Sixth 
supplies now no reminiscences; but Chapter Se* 
yenth, especially on the burning of the Breadland, is 
somewhat indebted to a similar calamity that befell a 
cousin's house. She was herself, however, rescued 
from the flames, with her watch and her tea-pot, I 
remember giving great offence by a pathetic letter I 
wrote to condole with her on the occasion* But I 
would only tire the reader were I to be so particular ; 
I shall therefore bestow my tediousness on him no 
longer — it is only in this way I have borrowed from 
recollection. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

The New BritisJh Theatre. 

About the year 1814, Machiayelli's Prince hap- 
pened to fall under my notice* I had before often 
heard of this celebrated work — ^indeed, who has not ? 
—-but the impression on me was not favourable, I 
considered it an odious collection of state maxims for 
the regulation of the policy of kings, the common 
vulgar opinion which prevails of that incomparable 
satire. I shall not attempt to describe the delight 
it gave me, on seeing that it only recommended those 
things to be adopted by statesmen which the worthies 
themselves have in all ages been ever dabbling in ; 
and I must have in a manner devoured it, for I do 
not recollect a word, while I retain the most racy 
recollection of the pleasure it gave me* 

But although the impression of particular passages 
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is forgotten, like all works which give me inordinate 
satisfaction, it originated an impulse to my mind, 
and set me a-cogitating. Never being clever at 
parodies or imitations, it acted in making me try 
what could be said in a similar manner on another 
subject, and I wrote in grave irony a treatise on the 
Art of Rising in the World, in wliich I drew from the 
conduct of men the principles I inculcated. In one 
respect I must think it was really well done, for I 
never could get a patient auditor — it cut into the 
quick. 

I began to publish it anonymously in the New 
Monthly Magazine ; but I was obliged to desist, for 
the strictures on it among my acquaintance who dBd 
not know the author, conyinced me that it was an 
** ower true tale." The manuscript, saving what is 
published, is still in existence. I have, however^ 
since learned, that to teach truth is not the way 
to earn popularity, and that if a man aspire to 
renown as an author, he must sticdy to write those 
sort of " flattering tales'* which Ae not indues man- 
kind to look .too narrowly into tl* recesses of their 
ewn breasts. It will indeed be uniformly found that 
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the most eelebrstei widigio mtt ihom wko lunre gif«ii 
good-Batnrod ^kpirfik i>f luiridAcI^ ^vMi the exeepAon 
of Bynm; wk I «k «iffe^ hmi W not idined Us 
MeplntoiAeMaii v«tft widi tbe afftetstkw of MOffcid 
\m0y emrf- ^mim in 1« tens" woidd Immi dctartcd 

It wsA at this time tint I proposed to Mr Celbvm 
tbe periodical puUiestiott wUok was Sat some tiaie 
ccmdncted bjr me mider tbe name of the New Bntish 
Tbeirtr^ beiieni^ that soeh was the want of tasle in 
the managers of the great playhowes^ that there 
would be abvmdance of rc^eted pieces to siippl^ and 
HKainlmn a very respectable publication. B«t m short 
trial convinced me that this, like many olhei vulgar 
errors, was a fallaey. There was perhapa) indeed, ik>> 
lack of dramas as to number, but in gencaral stteh stuff I 
tiamy of the authors &i not a{q>ear possessed of the 
commmiest rudiments of education, and were equally 
low in conception and literatcffe. The only good 
that I am aware the publication did, was in vindioa- 
ting tlie managera. For myself, I was perfectiy con- 
vmeed diat the outcry against them was most 
umneiited. No doubt, from the mass of trash sent 
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to them, they may have been obliged to adopt a rule 
which has led to the rejection o£ several good plays ; 
but no person of common sense, who saw ^* such 
sights" as came before me, could for a moment hesi- 
tate to infer that the managers were not to blame, but 
the genius of the age. 1 hope it will be. recollected, 
in reading this as my serious opinion, that I had, as I 
thought myself, some reason to complain of the system 
of exclusion, especially as my tragedy of the Witness, 
which was rejected in the usual manner, was after- 
wards acted several times at Edinburgh, as well as 
in the country, under the name of the Appeal, and 
for many nights, under that of the Force of Con- 
science, at the Surrey theatre, where it was a little 
altered, and, I think, not judiciously^ 

Of the pieces which I myself contributed to the 
New British Theatre, I have given a list in the 
catalogue of my separate works. The major part of 
them are derived from old hereditary subjects of the 
drama ; and I have no particular recollection of the 
pro2dmate cause which induced me to adopt them, be- 
yond the mere notion of " playing an auld tout with 
a new horn." 
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The Btory of the Witness was suggested by an old 
newspaper or magazine account of an Irish trial for 
murder* I think myself it is impressive, and, to the 
philosophical observer, contains several interesting 
metaphysical descriptions and processes. When it 
was published it attracted a fiadr share of attention, 
and was ascribed to gentlemen to whom I could not 
but feel it a great honour to have any thing of mine 
affiliated by the conjectures of the critics. 

The Mermaid is properly a dramatic poem, rather 
than a play. My friend Park had occasion to be in 
the Western Highlands, where he heard much, in a 
clergyman's family, of a mermaid that was said to have 
been seen on the shore of one of the islands. She 
was described as very beautiful ; and he composed an 
address to her of a few stanzas, which he read to me, 
and in which he supposed, from her beauty, that she 
had amiable human feelings. The verses were pretty, 
and they prompted me afterwards to write the second 
part of my little drama. He was at the time in 
London, and I showed him the proofs when it was 
• printed, with which he was so much pleased that I 
stopped the press and wrote the first part, making the 
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whole complete as it is published. He wrote the 
critical note upon it in the New British Theatre^ 

The tn^edy of the Apostate in liie same .pdUic»- 
tio% is a pure inventioiu On one occaaiotiy when I 
happened to be on a viat to Greenock, TbA and I 
were taidng one of our usual walks on the low road 
behind the village of CBattsdykey and taUdi^ of de 
xnaaner in which ^idapeare had psdnted Ae passkn 
of jealousy in Olfaelto, as excited by lago^ actoated 
by revex^. Out of this conversation rose the con* 
ception devek^d in die Apostate ; and the oki story 
of the Atlands Destrojred was adopted, widi modifi-> 
catkms, to swell the pomp of exhibition. The entipe 
drama is an attempt to contrast the simplicity of the 
savage witib the artificial character of an inhabitant of 
the old world. 

Like some of my other things, I do not diink this 
tragedy has been at all estimated at its wordi; for 
unless fme has some friend to direct die puUie atten- 
tion, it is of little consequence wiiat die merits of outers 
work may be. I do not think that even die Paradise 
Lo(^ wo«dd fetch fifve pounds from a prudent book- 
seller of Ae present day, tfits merits only wefeatt it 
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Iiad to recommend it. I do not say this vith the 
slightest senthnent of disappointment, nor from any 
belief that my drama was neglected or deserved more 
attention, bat beeanse I have observed, in the world, 
how mnfih, in all professions and porsnits, success at 
first is dependent on fiiends, or in the good luck of 
early meeting with persons of discernment 

For mysd^ I must say that few authors indeed 
-could boast of such a friendly confidant as I possess^ 
ed ; bat the very qualities of which his excellence 
con^sted, prevented him from being half so useful,, 
in a worldly sense, as a man of far coarser inferiority- 
would have been« However, although none indebted 
to friendship for he^ng my early works into noto- 
riety, I have incurred greater obligations to Paric 
His solicitude to see efforts from me worthy of praise 
was imtired ; and I think too highly of his taste and 
ii^ennity ever to believe, that what he thought at bS 
entitled to any approbation did not deserve the con- 
sideration of most men ; for in the course of a wide 
and various scope of life, I have seen many eminent 
persons, and among them some deemed the stars of 
their age, but I have never yet met with eiie of so 
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much delicacy of t^ste. It looks like egotism to say 
so ; but I never could have ventured to speak so freely 
of some of my unperused productions as I have done, 
had I not been fortified in my opinion by the judg- 
ment, as I say with humility, of that true Lycidas. 

My other pieces, contributions to the New British 
Theatre, do not occupy any place particularly in my 
recollection, but it contains, in blank verse, the 
translations of two plays of Goldoni, made at Misso- 
longhi. ^^ The Word of Honour," I consider as one 
of my greatest feats of industry. The weather was 
very wet, the blue devils were around me, ready to 
pounce, and to screen payself from their malice, I 
wrapt myself in the task, which was completed, the 
entire work, at a sitting. Afterwards I added a few- 
passages of a poetical cast, to exalt the character of 
Caroline. But as a most ingenious man once said to 
me in a fit of sadness, " What's the use of my in- 
venting ? " Truly it was then " cost n'ent wark." It 
is from La Gelosia di Lindoro. 

The other piece, to which I have given the name 
of " Love, Honour, and Interest," is from tm acci^ 
deate curioso. Like the other, a few passages ai*e 
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original. On these two works rest my pretensions 
as an Italian scholar. My French proficiency de» 
pends on a version of Boileau's Essay on Man, as 
published in the Monthly Magazine* It is a little 
altered in some parts to suit my own feelings. 

The following letter gives Park's opinion of my 
speculation with the New British Theatre. 

** Greenock, Uth February, 1814. 
" My dear Friend, 
" I put off answering your last till the arrival of Stewart V 
London parcel for this month, with the intention of giving you 
my opinion of the Witness. But I have heen disappointed ; for 
the publishers, or more likely S's correspondents, have sent the 
secQnd number only. I shall, however, get the first next month,, 
along with the third. The praise bestowed on you by the 
newspaper critic gratified me exceedingly, as he is evidently a 
man of talent, and of course could not be influenced by any par- 
tiality for the author. The Prophetess may justly be called a 
very promising sketch, and trite as the subject is, some of the 
situations display considerable dramatic skfll. The soliloquy of 
Cassandra after the palace is forced, is the finest single passage, 
1 think you have there reached the sublime ; at least such was 
the effect on my feelings. The perusal of this little piece, and 
of the extracts from the Witness, has tended greatly to confirm 
my former opinion, that tragedy is your proper walk, and that 
you ought to bend your whole energies to this one object. For this 
reason I am rather sorry that you have agreed to conduct the 
Work you are engaged in ; although, in so far it is a fortunate 
VOL. I. P 
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drcumstance, as the success of yov aetterapts 'will givcyoa en* 
courogement to persevere. But I am afraid that the rapid com- 
position which such an undertaking demands, will prevent your 
succeeding greatly in any one piece, and will exhaust your 
peculiar stock of ideas in a series of mere essays. You must 
long ago have observed that every author has hut a limited 
quantity of these, and that when he has laid them all before the 
public, he has written himself out. Mudi depends on husband- 
ing the stock well, and bringing them out with proper advantage. 
As to comedy, I do not conceive that you are fitted by nature 
to excel in that walk; but I shpuld not regret this in the 
smallest, if it made you to be more in favour with the ^Tragic 
Muse. My sister returns you her thanks for the song, which 
we all like veiy much. I heard it sung this evening by a lady 
with great sweetness and effect. Really you are quite a second 
Admirable Crichton. Let me know how your opera comes on, 
jind what is said of the Prophetess. Yours truly, 

" James Park." 



It will not be irrelevant in this Chapter, nor to the 
general matter of the book, to mention how the Wit- 
ness was enkrg^ to die Appeal, and came to be 
performed in Edinburgh. Lord Kinedder, to whom 
iAie Third Canto of Marmion is inscribed, the au- 
thor of the beautiful continuation of Collins'^ Ode 
on the Superstitions of the Highlands, a gentleman 
of distinguished taste, in die opinion of all his ac- 
quaintance, happened to be in London, when a 
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mutual fiiend lent him the Witneae and the Meiv 

maid to read, respecting which he expressed himself 
so well pleased, that he came with my friend to make 
my acquaintance. 

In the course of the conversation which took place, 
he advised me to make the Witness a regular tra- 
gedy, and adapt it for representation, which I soon 
after did, and he promised the aid of his influence to 
get it represented in the Edinburgh Theatre. 

I was particularly pleased with making the personal 
friendship of Mr Erskine, and proposed to inscribe to 
him the altered drama, for I regarded him as one of 
those whose approbation in literature was most de» 
sirable, and the interest he took in my essay was so 
much above my hopes. The following letter from 
him on the subject may be inserted here : — 

" Mt dear Sir, 

*' Before leaving Edinburgh a few days i^, I took an op« 
. portunity of conversing with Mr Murray, the manager of the 
Theatre, on the subject of your tragedy. He is perfectly dispo* 
sed to bring it out next winter, and to see you or converae with 
you on the details, wd his general opinion of the piece, which he 
is desirous to read. 

" Your best plan, I tliink, will foe to call on him at Glasgow, 
where the Company are to be in about a fortnight hence, after 
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-the dose of the Edinburgh season. Mr Murray is a most re- 
spectable man, the son of Mr Murray of Covent Garden, and 
the brother of Mrs Henry Siddons. 

** I am perfectly sensible of the veiy great honour you do me 
in proposing to inscribe this work to me ; and I beg that you will 
do me the justice to believe, that my declining that honour is in 
nowise inconsistent with the sentiment that I ought to entertain, 
iuid do sincerely entertain. I say nothing of the absolute obscu- 
rity of my own name in the literary world; but I have the most 
decided and instinctive aversion to every species of what is called 
notoriety, I desire never to see my name in print, except when 
it is appended to a law paper ; and should be as much vexed and 
pained by the execution of your intention, (and I cannot say 
more,) as I am now gratified and flattered by your having formed 
that intention. I entreat j'ou will think no more of it. 

** I have come here for a few days with some of the younger 
members of my family, and return to Edinburgh on Monday. 
** Yours sincerely, 

" William Erskine. 

" Kinedder, Jvly 19, 1817. 
" John Galt, Esq," 

With his effectual mediation, the piece, with some 
-changes suggested by the manager, was accepted. 

The prologue, ostensibly written by Professor 
Wilson, was in truth, I believe, the joint composition 
of Mr Lockhart and Captain Hamilton, the author of 
Cyril Thornton. Such sort of liberties with one 
another was in those days among the mystifications 
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of the contributors to Blackwood's Magazine. Sir 
Walter Scott wrote the epilogue, which is one of the 
few comic efforts of his muse. He wrote me to 
conceal his name. 

The performance took place, and the result, I will 
not affect to deny, much exceeded my expectation — 
indeed, I do not know who would not have been 
proud to have had any production ushered into notice 
under such combined auspices — there has been 
nothing superior to it in the theatrical exhibitions of 
our time; but it was not then consistent with my 
plan of life to make more ado about it than I actually 
did ; for I had long committed myself to the unbiassed 
judgment of the world, and, conscious that I might 
one day be at liberty to make this disclosure, I was 
content with having obtained some applause without 
seeking it by means which would have ensured it 
without any merit, even could I have supposed the 
friends to whom I was so indebted would have lent 
themselves to bolster up what they did not sincerely 
approve. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

The death of Mr Spence* 

In the year 1815 I met with a great misfortune, 
and it is not easy to convey to the reader the kind of 
feeling which the remembrance of it still occasions, 
I allude to the death of my early playmate, schools- 
fellow, and friend of riper years, Mr Spence, of 
whose singular proficiency in the sublime mathema* 
tics, some idea may be formed by his Essay on Loga- 
lithmic Transcendants, part of a magnificent work 
which he had projected. After his death, I got Sir 
John Herschell to edit the Essay, — a circumstance 
in itself the best proof that could be given to his 
country and old companions how much his genius 
deserved what he has not yet obtained, true fame ; 
but genius like his, though long, is sure of coming at 
last to its kingdom. 

Not in any business, Spence was wholly devoted 
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to literary pumut% lor in such I include his predo- 
minant attachment to mathematics, and his taste for 
the practice and ccHmpodition of music, in both of 
which departments he excelled. In point of. original 
genius, he far surpassed our mutual companion Park 
— ^indeed most men. But he was inferior in critical 
acumen, and neither possessed Park's ease nor ele- 
gance in writing. In poetry he was not at all dlsr 
tmguished, nor do I recollect to have ever seen any 
of his verses ; but I have some recollection of having 
Jieard, when a boy, that he had written something 
whidk was at least rhyme. In fact, the endowments 
of Splice were not at all to be estimated by his 
attempts in belles lettres ; and those who would have 
formed an opinion of his intellectual powers by his 
essays in general literature, would have done him 
immeasurable injustice. His genius was entirely 
scientific, not mechanical, and his superiority con- 
»sted in that species of refined reasoning which is so 
rare^ so subtle, and so little understood by the com- 
monalty. Moreover, he possessed from nature a 
fluency and dignity of expression that in public life 
would have enabled him to play the part of " the 
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eloquent orator," especially when in any degreie 
excited. 

But although it was an irreparable loss to be de- 
prived of one whose early familiarity lent zest, as it 
were, to the wisdom of manhood, there is a kind of 
mournful pleasure in reckoning among the gifts of 
good fortune such a friend ; indeed, sometimes when 
a sense of disease and ineffectuality comes upon me in 
the twilight a little too strongly, the remembrance of 
Spence and Park, and of the glaiks occasionally 
bright in other days, appeases sorrow. Few have 
seen so many of the lights of the world, and still fewer 
have numbered among their intimates from boyhood 
such estimable and accomplished companions. 

But Spence was lost in Greenock ; I speak of the 
town as it was in my time, more than thirty years 
ago. Our acquaintances there were too much occu- 
pied with mercantile engagements to appreciate the 
value of his investigations or the objects of his patient 
studies. They were not, however, insensible of his 
superiority, for it is one of the peculiarities of my 
townsfolk never to be reluctant to acknowledge merit. 
At his death they erected a tablet to his memory in 
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the principal church) — a token of respect at once to 
his character^ and of their own gpratitude^ for he left 
to the town library his valuable collection of scienti- 
fic books. 

While I am thus recalling old remintscences, I 
lAodId mention a curious peculiarity in the intimacy 
which so long existed between Park, Spence, and 
me« I have no recollection of ever having shown to 
Spoioe any of my various attempts in verse, although 
he knew how much I was once addicted to the art. 
Nor have I any remembrance of Park's interest in 
our muiucal propensities — he had none in mine^^-^nd 
I rather think that, beyond listening now and then to 
a tune. Park had nothing to do with our melodious 
endeavours. His excellent judgment, no doubt, 
enabled him to select favourite airs, but he had no 
particular predilection for music; and Spence was 
really superior in the study. Indeed, I greatly regret 
dmt I have only my own opinion to give to the 
reader, of Spence's musical talent, for an accident has 
prevented me from inserting here one of his composi^- 
lions, which undoubtedly postsessed a fine Mozart4ike 
air, and whidi I am sure would of itself have begot a 
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high idea of his sensibility and genius. It was at first 
adapted to the verses of Holcroft, beginning — 

<* All hail to the hero/' &c. 
but afterwards I made other words to it. 

When the Essay on Log^thmic Transcendants 
was ready for publication, I prefixed to it a short 
memoir of the author ; but the life of Spence had 
flowed too uniformly and sequestered to afford many 
materials for the biographer. And mine was pre- 
cisely one of those kind of works which only the 
subject can do properly himself, for it consisted of 
few incidents, and none of them striking. It is the 
enterprises of the mind that make the lives of studious 
men interesting ; and of all men that I have ever 
known, no one was more reluctant to creep out of 
the modesty in which he had inshelled himself, than 
the man whom I cannot even yet think no more, 
feeling towards his memory as if he were still waiting 
for something not received. Nor is this altogether a 
phantasm, for certainly he has not yet been honoured 
with the renown which he so laboured to achieve, and 
which I am well assured by competent judges he has 
demonstrated as having had the capacity to deserve. 
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An aath<ir iB the ninety-fourth number of the Quar- 
teriy Re^iewy says,. 

*^ The most remarkable of these is the * Essay on 
the various Orders of Logarithmic Transeendants,* 

by the late W. Spence of Greenock, the first fonnal 
essay in our language on any distinct and considerable 
branch of the integral calculus, which had appeared 
ance the publication of Hellin's papers on the * Rec- 
tification of the Conic Sections/ A premature death 
carried off, in Spence, one who might have become 
the ornament of his country in this department of 
knowledge. His posthumous essays, which were 
not, however, collected and published till 1819, prove 
bim to have been both a learned and inventive ana- 
lyst. He appears to have studied entirely without 
assistance, and to have formed his taste and strength- 
ened his powers by a diligent perusal of the conti- 
nental models. In consequence, he was enabled to 
attack questions which none of his countrymen had 
entered upon, such as the general integration of equa- 
tions of finite differences, and others of that difficult 
and elevated class." 
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- It is singular that Greenock, in James Watt, the 
improver of the steam-engine, and in Spence, should 
have produced two of the greatest geniuses of their 
time in practical and sublime science, and contempo- 
raries* 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Tht Majoh^Tht Earthquake, and other Works. 

Mt next publicatioii to the New British Theatre was 
the Majolo. I am not very sure, but I thmk it was—* 
occasional essays and reviews I reckon of no account. 
The cause of my writing that work is utterly for- 
gotten ; but at all times addicted to imaginative lite* 
rature, I conceive that I must have been actuated by 
a wish to try how far a story could be constructed by 
a combination of incidents calculated to illustrate 
the mystical feelings connected with our sympathies 
and antipathies. 

I thought it had been quite neglected, and in my 
Autobiography was very dolorous on the subject, for 
I considered it an original work containing passages 
and descriptions not despicable. I mentioned even 
one incident that I imagine ought to have drawn 
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some attention to the book, stating that, except by 
one of the Monthly Reviews, it was wholly over- 
looked. The incident alluded to was the manner in 
which the Emperor Napoleon is said to have dis- 
covered the leader of Pichegru's conspiracy. The 
Majolo was long published before the event referred 
to happened. I had made the hero discover a mur- 
derer by the same process of thought which in the 
Emperor was oonudered at the fime veiy afasuid, if 
not an imposition. The case with me was this: — 

I have ckfserved in life diat men aie Bom^anes 
•affected by very unaeoouAtable feeUngs, and diat 
'when tibese axitlpathies or sympadiies make a pensia- 
nent impresBum they always terminate in Moae 
remarkable event, as if the demon of destiny were i& 
ihe patient's feelings. To illustrate this I made a 
young man, under the influence of that manomania 
which is called demoniacism, poison im master, asid 
my h^o discovered him, by a mental prooess, to be 
the murderer. The same reiteonted return of the same 
conjecture, arising from some indesciibaUe antipatby, 
took place in Bonaparte's <»8e. This is, however^ 
not the place to enter into any explanation on dbe 
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^ab^t ; but it i& curious that the book itself gave rise 
to a very striking coiucideDce of the same sort. 

On die 1st of October last, (1833,) I was advised 
hy my medical friends to make an excursion into the 
country, so, taking my youngest son with me, as I 
eould not walk, I went into town to take the Windsor 
stage. When we arrived it was gone. But as any 
Idnd of locomotion was troublesome, I took the first 
coach in readiness, not caring which way we went^ 
and it happened to be a Maidstone stage. 

When we got to that town in the evening I was 
mnich tired, and in no humour to hold any conversa* 
tion^ but ^'.as the old cock crows the young cock 
learns," the boy sent one of the waiters to a circulating 
library for a book. 

The book brought, strangely enough, was a Glas- 
gow pubiieation, and, among other things, it conti^ed 
aUographical sketch of me — ^wonderfully correct upon 
^loB whole — axid the tale of the Physiognomist, taken 
from the Majolo, and from the self-same story that I 
have just alluded to. But this was not alL On 
ffetuming iiame next evening I found the Eclectic 
Review onmy table, contaminga very shrewd critique 
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on my Autobiography just published, by which it 
appeared that it was the periodical that had given 
what really appeared to be a fair notice of the Majolo. 

With these incidents I was mightily pleased, be- 
cause I had supposed the work had been quite ne- 
glected, and had said a short time before, " It would 
be great presumption in any man to say that his own 
work deserved more consideration than it had receiv- 
ed ;" but still I do think that the merits and originality 
of the sentiments described in the Majolo have not 
been adequately valued, either for their truth, their 
simplicity, or the influence which they are shown to 
have in action. Thereupon I took occasion to de- 
claim in good set terms on my favourite maxim, 
namely, if a man can only wait he never fails to attain 
the substance of his ends. " Here is a work," quoth 
I, " that Mr All-the-world had turned, as I thought, 
his back on, but in two little days it seems not only 
deserving of a dressing and combing, but worthy of a 
new bib and tucker." 

The first volume of the Majolo was published by 
itself, and I was induced to add the second in conse* 
quence of an opinion expressed of it by the late Lord 
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Kinedder, the Park of Sir Walter Scott, who told me * 
himself that the story which I afterwatdd wove into 
the Physiognomist showed powers that could not be 
enough cultivated for their rareness* 

But I do not intend to furnish the astrologers who 
may be among my courteous readers, with epochs^ 
cycles, or eras, to help them to construct the horo- 
scopes of my different progeny, or to make them look 
into the seeds, of time and tell us which will grow, 
and therefore will despatch a number of odds and ends 
in the remainder of this Chapter. 

The Majolo, of which I have been speaking, was 
the last of my publications as an amateur author ; 
hitherto I had written only to please myself, and had 
published more to acquire the reputation of a clever 
fellow than with the hope of making money; but 
almost immediately on sending forth the second vo- 
lume, I saw that hereafter I was destined to eke out 
my income with my pen — ^with the causes the public, 
according to my opinion, have nothing to do, and it 
would be exceedingly impertinent to enquire, at least 

VOL. i. Q 
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it 90 happens that I haye always cherished an unitt- 
terahle aversion 

— •* to wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at," 

The first person to whom I disclosed the impending 
necessity, was my old and worthy and feelin^^ friend, 
Dr S , to whom I owe not only the kindest sym- 
pathy, but an alacrity of disposition to lighten the evil 
in this case, that softened the pressixre of inevitable mis- 
fortune ; but I only apprehended the half of what I 
was doomed to suffer,, and in consequence, thought 
only of temporary expedients, not then imagining 
that ruin was complete. In fact, I was like the nua 
of Catania, who, when she beheld the coming stream . 
of lava approaching the convent, went out with a 
basin of water to extinguish the fire. 

In this predicament the Doctor introduced me ta 
Sir Richard Phillips, with whom he was acqusdnted,, 
and who at once, in a very genflemanly manner^ of- 
fered me twelve guineas a-sheet, if I would write for 
the Monthly Magazine occasionally. I had made 
up my mind to ask ten if he offered less ; but his 
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liberality at once more than Mktisfied me. In ^oat» 
respects this first tnomactian as m ^* booktdler's back," 
as tbe Bight Honourable Sir John Cam Hobhonse 
called me-^e who wrote so many unreadable volumea 
with the hope of becoming one himself-^was in some 
respects curious : it determined the scope of my future 
life. 

Soon after the affair with Sir Richard^ I accepted 
a proposal which led me for a time to make my^ 
residence at Finnart, near Greenock, the moat irk^ 
some period till then of my whole life. Convinced^ 
after a short time, that the scheme must be abortive, 
as it had been formed on an estimate of circumstanoea 
befere the rebellion of the Spanish colcmies, how I 
did long for a plausible pretext to quit the business t 
and yet could lay hold of no circumstance sufficiently 
prominent to justify me to others for acting as I saw 
I muftt sooner or later do. However, though I passed 
a very tedious time, I was not idle, I continued ta 
emjdoy my Idisure in writing for the periodicals. At 
last a Godsend happened, by the Union Canal Com^ 
pany requesting me to superintend a bill for them 
through Parliament, to which coiiisiderable opposition 
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was anticipated, and it afforded me a reason to give 
my friends for proceeding abruptly to London. 

In London, saving in the business of tbe bill, I 
had very little to do, but the necessity of closer appli- 
^tion to literary labour was obvious. Still, how- 
ever, the hope existed that it was only a passing 
cloud, and when, as I believed the inconvenience 
only transient, my temperament did not allow me to 
fret much, however I might feel inclined to be indig- 
nant at prejudice or wrong, I worked very hard, and 
several books were the fruit. 

Among others I wrote the Earthquake, which was 
afterwards published by Blackwood. It did not, how- 
-ever, take with the public, and yet it contains pas- 
sages that are equal to any thing I ever wrote. As 
pictures of foreign manners and characters, the de- 
scriptions are, in my own opinion, not less just than 
in my Scottish tales, which are supposed to possess 
some merit. 

For a long time I was unable to explain to myself 
how this should be, and I endeavoured to soothe 
disappointment, by supposing that I had erred in 
choosing the subject, till I heard a very good judge 
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express his dislike at some of the characters. His 
objections opened my eyes. I saw that the fault of 
the work, and it was irremediable, lay in what ought 
to have been considered as its chief merit, namely, in 
its accuracy as an exhibition of manners. It was an 
exhibition, however, altogether foreign, and not being 
relieved by any British portraiture to mark the dif- 
ference, it was supposed to be unnatural. I rectified, 
however, this error of conception long afterwards* In 
Eben Erskine I introduced British characters with 
the foreigners, and it has in consequence been alleged 
to possess greateif merit, while to myself it appears a 
far inferior work to the Earthquake. It is of no use, 
however, to say so, the public knows best what gives 
it the most satisfaction, and it is by that criterion 
it judges. It is not by the pains an author takes in 
the composition of his work that its popularity will 
be determined, but by the amusement which it will 
give altogether, distinct from the care and solicitude 
he exerts in the composition. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

The Life of Mr West, P. IL A. 

I HAYS as little as I possibly couU, trai^planted 
extracts from my Autobiography into the work, but 
a few sentences here and there have been unaroid* 
able, and, among others, I am constrained to make 
use again qS. what I have already said respecting my 
life of Mr West. The whole materials were derived 
from him, and it may be said to have been all but 
written by himself. The manuscript of the first part 
he carefully corrected ; the second was undertaken at 
his own request when he was on his deathbed, and 
nearly all the last proof in the printing submitted to- 
him. 

The work is chiefly curious, however, for bring- 
ing forward no less a personage than a new candidate 
for the honours of the mysterious Junius, and one too 
whom subsequent enquiries certainly tend to show that 
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the ocmjecturerespecdngllim was not iU founded^ Bat 
I diall not lecapitnlate here w&at is ststed in that bio- 
grs^y, because I have snbsequently discovered that 
it does not relate the actual circnnistaitces of the case 
accurately ; I do not hold myself however, respon- 
sible for the statement, because it was revised by Mr 
West; and I perfectly remember at the time^ that he . 
had some doubt if what is related there about the 
Aurora frigate was quite correct, though he allowed it 
to stand* The origin of what is said in it with respect 
to the loss (^tbat ship, was suggested by the late Sir 
Archibald Macdonald, Lord Chief Baron. I happened 
one day to mention to him what Mr West had tidd me- 
reqpecting Lauchlin JMbcLean, and he immediately 
said that he recollected some stir having been made at. 
the time, about a distinguished person who perished 
with that ship. In repeating this story to Mr West,, 
he conjectured that it must have been in her that 
MacLean was a passenger. Other enquiries, however^ 
have since corrected my notions on the subject, and 
I shall here state the additional circumstances which i 
have since acquired, premising, that the declaration of 
Governor Hamilton, as stated in my Life of West, 
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comes as near to the proof of fact as presumptive evi- 
dence can do ; namely, that the writer of the first letter 
of Junius was the same individual who had addressed 
him in the newspapers in Philadelphia, and that he 
was a surgeon, and that his name was MacLean. 
Now, what respects this MacLean is very curious, 
and I beg to quote a narrative, written by a lady 
in whose family he was particularly intimate, — Mrs 
Bowden, the daughter of the Honourable General 
Monckton, by whose plan of operations Wolfe attack- 
ed Quebec, and who being obliged to retire wounded 
from the field of battle. General Townsend impro- 
perly signed the capitulation, by which Monckton 
has been deprived of the honour of being recognised 
as the conqueror of Canada. 



Narrative respecting MacLean. 

" Lauchlin Mac Lean studied medicine in Scot- 
land, where he married Helen Hewit, who was the 
friend and companion of the Lady Jane Douglas, 
(sister of the last Duke of Douglas, and wife of Sir 
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James Stewart,) and who was with Lady Jane when 
she gave birth to a son, who was afterwards created 
Lord Douglas. Helen Hewit (subsequently Mrs 
MacLean) was the principal evidence in the celebra- 
ted Douglas cause, when it was endeavoured to be 
proved, on the part of the Duke of Hamilton, that in 
consequence of the death of Lady Jane's child, the 
son of a French glass-grinder had been substituted in 
his place, and was the person who assumed the name 
of Douglas, and laid claim to the family estates as 
heir to the Lady Jane. The testimony of Helen 
Hewit was conclusive, and established Mr Douglas 
in his rights. 

** Disagreements between Mr MacLean and his 
wife occasioned their separation, and was probably the 
cause of his going to America. He settled at Phila- 
delphia, where he was in high repute for his medical 
skill, and much esteemed by several of the most re- 
spectable inhabitants of that city, and particularly by 
the Rev. William Peters, who introduced him to the 
notice of the Hon. General Monckton. To this in- 
troduction Mr MacLean was indebted for the ap- 
pointment of vendue master, given to him by the Ge- 

VOL. I. R 
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neral after the conquest of Martimque, and for other 
marks of his &vour. Mr MacLean did not, how- 
ever, remain very long in that island after the de- 
.parture of his patron, but followed him to his govern- 
ment of New York, and from thence to England, in 
the ensuing year. 

" Whether it was through General Monckton that 
Mr MacLean became acquainted with Lord Shel- 
bume, the writer of this article will not venture to 
assert, but thinks it probable, because MacLean con- 
tinued, under all circumstances, to consider General 
Monckton as his patron and best friend, and received 
from the General the most unequivocal marks of his 
regard and entire confidence in him. A connexion 
was formed between them, unfortunate for both« 
They engaged in speculating in the funds, and were 
in some way connected with Sir George Cockbum at 
the time of his failure. The loss sustained by Gene- 
ral Monckton was very great, and much increased by 
his becoming surety for Mr MacLean, to the amount 
of nearly twenty thousand pounds. Their losses would, 
however, have been all repaid, if Mr MacLean, who 
had gone to India, and become agent to the Nabob 
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of Arcot, had surviyed to reach the shores of Eng- 
land, but the vessel in which he sailed from India was 
lost. Its precise fate was never ascertained. For many 
months, it was reported and believed that he had been 
captured by the Americans, but the hopes this rumour 
had raised, were not destined to be realized ; and Mac- 
Lean's untimely end, when he was returning to 
England with money to pay every demand against 
him, proved the ruin of the patron and friend whom he 
loved and honoured, and whom it was his anxious 
wish, his ardent desire, to serve. 

*^ It is a mistake supposing that Lauchlin MacLean 
had any claim to the rank of colonel. Major Allan 
MacLean, his near relation, was the person who car- 
ried the letter from Mr MacLean to Mr Wilkes, 
which will be found in the London Magazine for 
February 1771, at p. 74." 

It is necessary to add the letter with which this 
statement was accompanied, as it shows the origin 
of that reciprocal attachment cherished between 
MacLean and General Monckton. It is also, in 
other respects, curious. Colonel Barry, who is sup- 
posed by Mr West, to have been Colonel of the 
regiment in which MacLean was thought by him to 



196 THE LITERARY LIFE OP 

have been serving, appears to have had very little to 
do with him, nor am I quite sure that the Major Barry, 
who has been mixed up with these transactions, was 
the orator. 

«* 79, Connaught Terrace, 4th Jan., 1833. 
" My dear Sir, 
'* I am afraid you will think I have heen sadly remiss in not 
sending Mr MacLean's letter to you sooner, but the truth is, that 
I have had matters of such urgent necessity, to which I have 
been compelled to attend, that it has not been in my power to be 
more expeditious. * The few particulars which I have added 
respecting Mr MacLean are partly from old memorandums— 
partly supplied by my own memory. 

The Rev. William Peters, whom I have mentioned as the 
person through whom my father became acquainted with 
MacLean, was a clergyman of exemplary conduct ; and to his 
particular care my father had committed my mother and his 
children, during his absence upon service. My brother, a very 
young child, was alarmingly ill ; and my mother, upon the recom- 
mendation of her excellent friend, sent for MacLean. I have 
oflen heard her tell, that MacLean, who, in common conversation, 
stuttered very much, was so greatly enraged at finding that the 
child's illness was solely occasioned by his nurse having given 
him a large dose ofdiacodium to put him to sleep, and which had 
produced a dangerous degree of stupor, that he could hardly give 
utterance to his words. The child was speedily recovered, and 
MacLean's skill, and the excessive anxiety which he evinced upon 
this occasion, laid the foundation of the friendship, which 
ended so fatally to my father and his family. Yet, notwithstand- 
ing all the distress which it occasioned, I am sure that not one ef 
us ever reproached MacLean's memory, even in thought, so firm 
was our conviction of his strong attachment to my fether. I 
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faaye mislaid the memorandum upon which I had written the 
name of the appointment at Martinique, given by my fiuher to 
Mac Lean, and I cannot supply the deficiency without a longer 
search among my father's papers than I can at present bestow. 
That MacLean exercised his medical skill at Martinique, I know 
from an occurrence, of which I have the most perfect recollec- 
tion. When I was 12 or 13 years old, Mr MacLean came unex- 
pectedly to Richmond, where my father usually passed the sum- 
mer season, and joined him in Foot Kew Lane, where he was 
strolling with a party of his military friends, who had come to 
jdine and pass the day with him. Among them was Colonel 
Vaughan, Lord Lisbume*s brother, and, I think, Lord Eglintoun. 
My father, on his return to the house, retired to his own room 
jwith MacLean; and after a pretty long conference, MacLean 
departed. Colonel Vaughan shortly after left the room with my 
father, and no sooner was he gone, than the other gentlemen 
seemed eager which should express, in the strongest terms, their 
indignation at the coolness, the even hauteur of Colonel Vaughan 
towards MacLean, to whom he was indebted for his life at Mar- 
tinique. Colonel Vaughan had the yellow fever, to which many 
of the officers fell victims ; and his state was considered so dan- 
gerous, that it was reported to my fath^ that his recovery being 
past hope, and his dissolution momentarily expected, it was ne- 
cessary, in such cases, that the interment should take place with 
all possible speed ; and directions were given for a coffin to be made 
immediately for Col. Vaughan. My father was much affected at the 
communication ; he had been intimately acquainted with Vaughan 
from his early youth, and he expressed so anxious a wish that 
nothing should be left undone which offered the slightest chance 
of saving Vaughan*8 life, that MacLean, very desirous of ingra- 
tiating himself with my father, promised that he would attend to 
Colonel Vaughan hinuelf, and not leave him for one moment, 
whilst the vital spark remained. MacLean performed his pro- 
mise. He watched every morement, and promptly applied 
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whatever he thought likely to arrest the hand of death. His 
patience was unwearied. It was in vain he was told it would be 
useless ; still MacLean persevered, and solely by his unremitting 
attention, under God's providence, succeeded in saving the life of 
his patient. Vaughan recovered slowly, and was much startled 
at receiving a very civil letter, requesting leave to make use of 
hit coffin for a gentleman who had just expired, as CoL V, had 
hapjpiUf been spared from having it used for himself. My 
mother, who had previously heard the story from my father, 
had, as well as the gentlemen, noticed Col. V.'s conduct^ and 
perfectly agreed in their opinion of it. They had been at Mar- 
tinique, and all spoke well of MacLean. Before I take leave of 
him, I will mention, that he was a remarkably plain man, marked 
with the small'pox ; and yet there was such an intelligent look— 
an eye so piercing, as if it would look through and through you, 
that he was no/ a <&'«agreeable person ; his figure was tall and 
good ; his manner gentl^anly . He had purchased lands in some 
of the West India islands, in conjunction with my father; and I 
was told very many years ago, that although it had been consi- 
dered a lost concern, there was a probability of its becoming pro» 
ductive, and my mother was advised to enquire about it, but she 
never did ; although her own claim upon MacLean was for L.4000, 
of which, I believe, she never received more than two years* 
interest." 

* * * * * 

The remainder of the letter, relating to piivate 
circumstances, need not be quoted; but I think it 
requisite to mention, that I am in possession of no 
circumstance that tends to confirm Mr West's state- 
ment of MacLean having been ever in the army. He 
was, however, a person of very great talent; and I 



JOBN GALT. 199 

b^ to quote an original paper of his, in which he 
proposes a plan for regulating the intercommerce 
among the West India islands. It shows a direct- 
ness of mind not common — one of the characteristics 
of Junius— and a simplicity of view always connected 
with high intellect. 

" Mniinico, Si PeterU, 12M AuguH, 1762. 

" Reasons for allowing the produce of Martinico, and the 
islands thereto annexed, to be carried to the Leewaid Islands 
in small quantities* and to North America, on paying the enu- 
merated duties. 

"1. The number of shipping is not always proportioned to 
the crop in the different islands, therefore the merchants are 
often under the necessity of bringing small cargoes from the 
neighbouring islands, to complete the loading of the vessels con- 
signed to them. 

*• 2. The number of shipping may be deficient, and the crop 
remain on hand for want of vessels to carry it off, as happened 
at Barbadoes last year. 

'< 3. The price of produce has risen ten francs since this liberty 
was granted by General Monckton, therefore it is the interest of 
the planters to have it continued. 

** 4. For the same reason it is the interest of all the British 
sugar islands that this allowance be granted ; for if sugars are 
brought here at a low price, while only 1 per cent is paid to 
the King, and the other islands pay 4^ per cent, the sugar from 
this market can be sold at 13} per cent cheaper than those of 
the British islands, granting that a restraint laid on the exporta^ 
tion will cause the price of produce to fall 10 per cent. 
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'* 5. Smuggling will rather be discouraged by this allowance 
than the contrary, for firm bonds will only be taken, and those 
prosecuted, in case of forfeiture, with the utmost rigour ; where- 
as, if this allowance is taken off, it is to be feared the produce 
will be smuggled, in spite of our utmost endeavours to prevent it, 
from every corner of the island, and no duties paid to the 
King. 

'< 6. The current coin will be carried off in lieu of provisions 
brought from North America, which in time would quite drain 
the island of the specie. 

** The above reasons are, with the utmost respect, submitted 
to his Excellency, General Rufane, by his most obedient humble 
servant, Lau. MacLean." 

We have now before us evidence of a particular 
intimacy between MacLean and General Monckton, 
and likewise that MacLean was a person of high 
talent ; and that Governor Hamilton, on seeing the 
first letter of Junius, declared it was written by a 
MacLean, and that the person he alluded to was the 
friend of General Monckton, by whom, either directly 
by the General, or indirectly by his friends, he was 
recommended to Lord Shelburne, by whom he was 
made his private secretary. In no other instance 
has the authorship been brought so home to any 
individual as to MacLean ; for the evidence of 
Sir Philip Francis, however ingeniously arranged, 
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has in it no such curious facts as the declaration of 
Governor Hamilton, and the connexion with Lord 
. Shelbume, who declared that he knew who Junius 
was, and did intend — ^but was cut off by death — ^to 
write an explanatory pamphlet. 

Conceiving that I have thus adduced strong rea- 
son to suspect that LaucUan MacLean, Lord Shel- 
bume's secretary, was Junius, I take my leave of the 
subject, as I have hopes that the subsequent elucida- 
tion is in abler hands — I mean the celebrated Sir 
David Brewster, who, among the papers of Ossian 
Macpherson, has found several letters of Lauchlan 
MacLean, in one of which — a note — ^the expression, 
^^ chafed into sensation," I recollect seeing ; and in 
other respects, much of the turn of Junius' expres- 
sions may be found. 

Having closed my enquiries with respect to Mac- 
Lean, I wrote to Sir David, having some knowledge 
of his intention to publish on the subject, and his 
answer will at least be amusing. It is as follows : — 

*' Edifiburgh, Waterloo Hotel, January I5lh, 1834. 
" My dear Mr Galt, 
** I am only this moment favoured with your letter of the 9th 
January. 
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** Ever since I discovered among Mr Macpherson*s papers the 
letters of Lauchlan Mac Lean, I have been occupied in collecting 
proo& of his being Junius ; and I have obtained a most curious 
collection of documents all bearing on the subject, and all con- 
curring in establishing the conneidon between the Substance and 
the Shadow. 

** Knowing how much I must be disposed to exaggerate the 
amount as well as the character of the evidence I have collected, 
I would have distrusted my own opinion ; but I submitted the 
case to the' late Henry Mackenzie, Esq. (the Man of Feeling,) 
who considered it as nearly unimpeachable ; and my friend Sir 
William Hamilton, on whose kind judgment I could rely, views it 
as favourably. I had stated the case, too, to Sir Walter Scott, 
but without showing him the letters and papers, and he was 
very much struck with the force of the evidence. 

'• Occupied with very different pursuits, and unwilling to enter 
upon a controversial field, I have abstained from publishing the 
result of my enquiries ; and I dare say if I had made such a pro- 
posal to a bookseller, he would have declined the speculation in 
this iron age of our literature. This unwillingness has been 
greatly strengthened by the rumour that Lord Grenville is to 
unmask Junius after his death, and bequeath to the world the 
long desired secret, for it would be unwise to try even a well- 
supported indictment, when there is a witness ready who may 
prove an alibi, I am most anxious to learn the particulars to 
which you allude, and I earnestly beg that you will favour me 

m 

with some account of them. 

" I have long regretted your severe illness ; but I hope you will 
yet recover your bodily strength, and continue to instruct and 
adorn your country. I am ever most faithfully yours, 

" D. Brewster. 

** To John Galt, Esq." 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

Summary respecting Junim* 

I DID not intend to be more particular respecting 
the author of Junius' Letters than I have been in 
the preceding chapter, but it is suggested to me to 
present a summary view of the whole case, even 
though I be myself, without, however, much evi- 
dence, disposed to think that several persons were 
concerned in the getting up of those celebrated let- 
ters, and I shall here do so as briefly as possible. 

Ursty As stated in my Life of West, the old gen- 
tleman told me that Governor Hamilton, on reading 
the first letter of Junius, said it was written by 
MacLean, and this was before the letters had obtained 
any celebrity. 

Second^ I have ascertained that an incident in the 
life of the Hon. General Monckton was similar to that 
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which occasioned MacLean to address Governor Ha- 
milton in the newspapers. 

Third, I have given proof that General Monckton 
and M'Lean were on the most intimate footing and 
friendship. 

Fourth, I have given proof that MacLean was a 
man of talent by his plan for the commercial inter- 
coarse among the West India islands. 

lijih, I have given as a fact that MacLean was 
private secretary and librarian to Lord Shelburne. 

Sixth, It has always been believed that his Lord- 
ship knew the author of Junius. 

Seventh, Sir Richard Phillips can prove that Lord 
Shelburne, in a conversation with him, enquired what 
was said of MacLean as Junius, at a time when his 
name had never been mentioned, and promised to 
explsdn the whole mystery, which his death only 
prevented. 

Eighth, The facts connected with MacLean cor- 
respond with circumstances connected with Junius. 

Ninth, The evidence in possession of Sir David 
Brewster corroborates the inference that the friend of 
Macpherson was the MacLean alluded to ; and, 
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TeifUhy That my intimacy with General Monek- 
ton's family may, to a certain degree, unfit me to 
pursue the enquiry farther. 

Enough, however, is shown to identify General 
Monckton's friend as one and the same person to 
whom Lord Shelbume thought the authorship of 
Junius might have been ascribed. It is for others to 
follow up the enquiry, but I conceive the friend of 
General Monckton is the same person that Governor 
Hamilton stated unhesitatingly he thought the writer 
of the first letter of Junius. 

To complete the chain of evidence, I may as well 
insert a note which I have just received from the 
Countess Dowager of Cork and Orrery, which serves 
to show that my friend Mrs Bawden is her niece, 
the daughter of General Monckton, and of course 
necessarily acquainted with the circumstances that 
induce me to believe that the ostensible author of 
the Letters of Junius was Lauchlan MacLean ; my 
belief, however, is, that the authorship was not con- 
fined to one person. 

" Burlington Street, April 30, 1834. 
" My dear Sir, 
" I write this in case I do not find you at home. Various 
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reasons have prevented my coming to you till to-day ;— be assured 
it did not proceed from want of respect and regard. My niece, 
Mrs Bawden, the daughter of my brother General Monckton, 
tells me how very kind you have been to her» which adds to the 
obligations and esteem that I have always felt for Mr Gait since 
I have had the pleasure of his acquaintance. 
" Yours faithfully, 

" M. Cork and Orreby.*' 
" Mr John Galt." 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

The Crusade^- The Lives of the Admirals — and the Hermit 
Peter. 

After the Majolo, I have no very distinct recol- 
lection for some time of being engaged on any parti« 
cular work, but occasionally I employed myself with 
several ; among others, in the composition of a kind 
of historical poem called the Crusade, in which I 
intended to exhibit the enthusiasm of that remarkable 
age. When I had three cantos of it finished, for its 
extent was not determined, I submitted them to the 
revision of my friend Dr Anthony Todd Thomson, 
to whose criticism, as Mr Park was then in America 
in quest of health, I was much obliged. Indeed I 
was encouraged to proceed with the work by his 
opinion, and afterwards several additions were made 
to it, but it was never finished ; the three cantos 
were, however, printed at Edinburgh, where they 
fell still-bom from the press. I felt, indeed, in my 
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various literary undertakings, none indebted after the 
printing to any friend. Previous to the printing of 
my things, I owed much for advice and judicious 
observations ; but none of the gentlemen whom I 
was in the habit of consulting were more than myself 
acquainted with the efficacy of friendly influence 
subsequent to publication. 

While engaged on the Crusade, in which, however, 
I was not very assiduous, I wrote the lives of 
Admirals Byron, Hawke, and Rodney, in Steven- 
son's edition of Campbell's Lives of the Admirals. It 
strikes me that I also wrote another biographical 
sketch of the naval worthies ; but I forget the name, 
and, except some faint recollection of having recourse 
to the Annual Register, I have no very clear remem- 
brance of the works consulted in these compilations, 
except, indeed, in the Life of Admiral Byron, the 
manuscript of which was submitted to his grandson 
the poet, who knew, however, at that time, very little 
about the subject. But he suggested several turns 
of expression which are in the publication ; and I 
remember his Lordship was particularly struck with 

the execution of a man for theft by drowning him on 

1 
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a rock wliich the tide overflowed. He was placed on 
that fearful station with a fire, and, when the fire 
was extinguished, it was known that the delinquent 
was drowned. 

I ought also to mention that since I have been 
unwell, and sitting incapable of writing, I have 
finished the Hermit Peter in two books or cantos, 
which I propose to publish, making the poem com- 
plete. To this undertaking I was led by the favour- 
able impression which in a variety of cases the other 
three cantos appear recently to have produced. I do 
not think myself that the poem ought to be consider- 
ed as aspiring to a higher class of composition than a 
poetical tale ; but the introduction of machinery gives 
it an epic cast, and I must submit to have it con- 
sidered as an epic poem. Certainly when I did com- 
mence the work no less was intended, but a larger 
experience since has convinced me that my muse is 
more of the swallow than the eagle. However, the 
world will judge of this matter by its own feelings, 
and the utmost thi^t J can aspire to is the hope that 
the design and colouring will not be regarded as 
implicit imitations of othw works. No one can be 

VOL. I. s 
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more sensible than I am myself of how far my 
attempts are below excellence, but I do think that 
I have nevertheless some daim to originality, the 
degree of excellence of which is to be determined 
hereafter by comparison with the endeavours of 
others. Indeed a man who has spent so many of his 
most active years in comparative solitude and seques- 
tration, cannot fail to have acquired modes of reflec- 
tion, as well as topics of thought, somewhat dissimilar 
to those which are commonly entertained. In my 
early travels I was solitary — ^my residence in America 
was active ; but the wild and the grand of Nature 
were around me, and years of disease have given me 
leisure to brood alone on many things to which with 
health my attention and imagination would not have 
been directed— rthe effect of all these could not &il 
to produce at least some peculiarity of mind, and 
peculiarity is all I can hopie to be allowed. At the end 
of this collection it is my intention to give an estimate 
of myself, and I have only to entreat in the mean- 
time, that, although I freely plead guilty to the 
charge of ambition, I deny that I am subject to 
vanity, because I do not think I have produced any 
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literary work that comes at all up to the standard 
which I at one time imagined I might reach, and it 
would now be extreme folly to hope to do any thing 
better than I have attempted. Only believe me sin- 
cere, and my declarations respecting my works will 
not be thought overweening. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Death of Park. 

As we ^ow older, the world seems to diminish in 
value, nor is it saying too much that there is some- 
thing like mercy in the abridgement of life. Were 
a man to live very long, and continue to grow always 
invidiously sharp-sighted with respect to his fellows, 
even at no greater rate than he does at present, he 
would not require to reach a patriarchal age to justi- 
fy him in exclaiming — 

** How stale, flat, and unprofitable. 
Are all the uses of this world ! " 

But it is not till he can no longer consult the com- 
panions of his youth, that he begins to suspect the 
truth that may be in this. It is now, when smitten 
with premature infirmity, and when I know not where 
I may expect free counsel, that I feel the wisdom and 
benevolence which is in the lessening of the chances' 
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^f dlistresd, arising solely from the contraction of our 
days, and yet in many respects I am very fortunate. 
No fitther had ever more frank companionship in his 
^ns, or more reason to be pleased with their intelli- 
gence, or the unstudied propriety of their conduct* 
dictated as it is by innate dispositions to be amiable. 
It is something like a proof of one not having lived 
inivain, to have contributed to the happiness of other 
human beings. Yet somehow our early friends carry 
away with them, when they die, something which can 
never be replaced, nor of which we know half the 
worth till it is wanted. 

I am naturally led to make these sombre reflections, 
by thinking of how much I have missed my friend 
Park, who died in 1817. The most opposite natures 
and fortunes seemed to have cemented us to each 
other, as if there were really some mystical sympathy 
in contrast, such as St Pierre, in his Studies of Nature, 
&ncied he had observed. Of that friend I felt not the 
common reluctance to speak even of what I thought 
the defects of his character, as of those of many others 
that I far less regarded, because I was ever sure that 
there Was about him so much worth that he could 
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aSord to bear all the ill and anger I might occasion- 
ally vent agsdnst him. 

No two individuals could be more dissimilar, and no 
man could have ever had a more sincere friend than 
iie was to me ; for even when I was most offended with 
him, which I do not hesitate to acknowledge was 
sometimes the case, I had oftener cause to remember 
the occasion with contrition, than to justify my in- 
temperance. In others I may have met with some 
more agreeable qualities than in him were coniqii- 
cuous; but in all that constitutes the affinities of 
worth, and esteem, and friendship, Park stands with 
me as a model, and seems to brighten as time re- 
moves me farther and farther from the light. 

We were boys together, and I can recollect how 
much we wiere dissimilar even then. His whole mind 
was given to his school tasks, and in his lessons he 
greatly excelled. I was then averse to mine, and 
. had a thousand vocations and employments which he 
often derided, insomuch that I stood in awe of him ; 
I rec(dlect so much so, that I never invited hiin 
to see a fine edephusicon which I had got up^ lest he 
would mortify me with his jibes ; but Spence was in 
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the conclave, and either enacted Rain or Thunder in 
the performance. I played, myself, Wind. The 
show was in a box, seen through glasses, spectacle 
eyes, and the actors were in a bed with the curtains 
drawn. Nor have I any remembrance that Park erer 
had a toy, yet he was generally of our audience, and 
had he been tractable, both Spence and I would have 
taught him to have been an adept like ourselves in 
making gunpowder, which blazed long and bright, 
and was ignited with patience. 

Destined by his father to succeed him in business, 
the energies of enterprise, if he ever had any, were 
never called into action. I was, on the contrary, 
consigned over to the chance of making friends among 
strangers. He had but to keep a smooth and a quiet 
walk ; but if there had not been a restless element 
within me, I must have become active by the mere 
habitude produced by my circumstances. He re- 
mained in the sobriety of home ; I. threw myself on 
the world, as much as the viUage recruit at his 
enlistment. He earned esteem by his propriety^ and 
I some reputation for eccentricity. In a word, I 
became an author, and he a critic. 
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Park cherished the utmost respect for the' diifereiit 
gfadations of men, but I never could see any things 
save in the tailoring, between a beggar and a lord. 
He had every virtue to secure him the worship of a 
small community, and I every fault to make me ridi- 
culous in a great one. He died as he lived, univer- 
sally respected in the town where he was bom, in the 
same station, and with the possession of an estimable 
reputation. I have attempted to show in what way 
the distresses of an old country might be alleviated by 
improving a new — ^to rank myself among those who 
have affected the destinies of nations — and I have 
reaped the common reward of such meddling, con- 
tumely and poverty ; perhaps, also, incurable disease. 
But his modesty has withheld him from being known 
to the reader, and I am growing prolix. 

I happened to be in Greenock during his last ill- 
ness, and in one of those glimpses of fortune that 
never produced any effect. At all times diffident, for 
he was even so in health, I was struck with the alter- 
ation which his malady had caused ; for its insidi- 
ous malice made the dymptoins of mortality not 
obvious, and I never suspected that the apparent 
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contraction of his whole nature was but the visible 
effect of a consciousness that his part and pur- 
pose in this world was done. The fallacy made 
me regard him with something like disappointment^ 
and it did not excite my respect for mankind, to 
think he had grown selfish, and too anxious about 
what might please others. But whenever I have had 
occasion to speak of him, I have always done so with 
the free cordiality of our firiendship and the esteem 
that was due to his worth. If I- have failed to con- 
yey this impression to the reader, he shoidd blame 
my inability to express what I wish, for the fault is 
not in my feelings. I was present at his death. 

I have often since endeavoured to discover in what 
way the event affected me, sensible it did so to a 
great degree, and yet for years I could not satisfy 
myself of the mode, nor am I sure of being correct 
now. I think, however, it was because I had no 
other alive to whom I could unbosom myself. In 
literature, I knew no one else whose opinion I could 
trust; either politeness or malignancy, I fancied, 
distorted every other judgment ; and that it was only 
from him I could get a real opinion. He had, more- 

VOL. I. T 
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over, eret in his mind the standaidi of exeelleiieep 
and there was something agre^ble in being referred 
to them. BiBsides, though he saw m» growing old, 
^d now and then weary with thriftless toil, he still 
entertained, or, at least, fe^^d, hopes that eneourf 
raged me to persevere. There was a quality o£ kind? 
ness in this, nearly allied to one's own regard £at 
cKB&'s self. Once gone,, it can never s^ain be recall** 
eid. For although I have been trusted in serious 
trasiness (xa various occasions by those, whose a&irs 
were far above my sphere, I have never met. with 
ene who seemed at times to think of my capali^ty, 
if I msbj use so arrogant a phrase, so indulgendiy as 
Park.. No doubt those expressions of unexpected 
partiality cBd .mueh to make me fedl his removal as a 
loss. But though I may have been harder to othe]:a 
raiee^ I am sure that eonfideoice in myself has deeUned^ 
. I ought, however, to conqhide this chapter, for even 
although the good-natured reader may be willing to 
aUow, that on sueh a subject as the loss ol, snsli. a 
fHend, some latitude may be permitted, it is atUl^hut 4 
sfufferance rather to be tolerated &aii eacmjag^. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Literary Avocations^— Historical Pictures— The Wandering 
Jew, 

About 1818-19, I must have been much disturbed, 
for I have no very clear recollection of what took 
place, further than paying some sort of attention to 
an endeavour in my leisure to improve my published 
warks. I can indeed recall no very interesting literary 
•topic. 

There were no evening amusements at Greenock, 
while I resided at Finnart during the greatest part 
of the time I staid there ; and as to visiting under 
cloud of night, it was foreign to the customs of the 
place. Besides, a sort of consciousness that I was 
there only a temporary re»dent^ made every hour 
oppresrive^ merely because it was not regularly em- 
ployed. Two circumstances, however, gave me a. 
little fillip, though both Park and Spence being dbad^ 
I had nobody in wiiom I could confide. 
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One of the incidents to n^hich I allude was, the 
arrival of " the players," and they got up my tragedy 
of the Appeal, or Witness, as it had been performed 
in Edinburgh ; but although I saw it, and was con- 
vinced in consequence that it might be effective in 
representation, I perceived that the arrangements 
suggested by the Edinburgh managers were leprous 
incrustations upon the original work. I was the 
more sensible of the deformity, because I had seen 
an adaptation by Mr Thomas Dibdin in the Sur- 
rey Theatre, where the original was better pre- 
served, and it was, in consequence, much more im- 
pressive. 

The other occurrence to which I allude, was an 
application made to me to become a contributor to a 
monthly review which was established at this time in 
Edinburgh, a work which I cannot imagine the rea- 
. son of not succeeding, for it contained several clever 
papers, and was in few respects inferior to the well- 
known Edinburgh, or the Quarterly in London. 

I acceded to the proposal, aware in the Town 
Library that I had access to books of value and 
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research; bat I do not recollect of writing more 
tlian two articles for it, Drake's Life of Shakspeare, 
and a Review of some kind of work on animal mag- 
netism* 

Drake afforded me some opportunity of making 
use of my former antiquarian lore. The author, 
however, though his book was curious, did not im- 
press me with a very high opinion of his acumen, for 
it was soon evident that the genius of Shakspeare 
furnished a topic by far too mighty for his grasp. 

I tired of Greenock, perfectly convinced that 
the estimate of circumstances on which I had been 
led to expect a considerable business might be form- 
ed, was in a great measure fallacious. Times had 
changed, the Spanish colonies were emerging above 
the horizon as independent states, and it was to me 
indisputable that but a short time could elapse until 
a direct trade with them was opened. Accordingly, 
as I have mentioned in my Autobiography, I gladly 
availed myself of a request to take charge of a bill 
of the Union Canal Company, and returned to Lon- 
don, where my attention being some time occupied 
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^ith my Parliameivtaiy trust, I was not vdry sendUe: 
of suffering much from unavoidable idleness. 

After the Union Canal Company's bill had passed 
I engaged to write a work, in two volumes, compre- 
hending the most interesting passages froin the na- 
tional chronicles, which was called Historical Pic- 
tures; and also an abridgement of modem travels, 
in one volume. I likewise composed the supposed 
wanderings of the Wandering Jew, exhibiting a view 
of society from the destruction of Jerusalem to the. 
present time. It was published under the name of 
the Rev. Mr Clarke, to conceal the use I had made 
of my former works in the compilation. 

The Wandering Jew has never been reviewed, and 
yet two considerable editions have been sold of it. 
I myself think it a very curious volume, full of 
striking incidents, and displaying erudition. Hariarch 
the Jew is there represented as being present at 
all the principal events which have happened on the 
earth since the conquest of Judea by Titus; and 
some of the passages surprise myself, even yet, at. 
their picturesque eloquence. How the work should 
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Bave been so long unnoticed, nubile others which treat 
of the same subject, have attracted considerable at- 
tention, I cannot say ; but this I know, that many 
of my own far inferior productions, in originality and 
beauty, have been much applauded, and yet I doubt 
if they have sold so well. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

The Ayrshire Legatees, The Provost, regarded as Novels — 
Origin of the Ayrshire Legatees — Rule of Art^ Anecdotes. 

The price which a publisher gives for a manuscript, 
is no proof of its merit ; nor is the popularity, imme- 
diately on printing, produced altogether by the genius 
or talent in it. In the first case, I believe much goes 
by favour ; and, in the second, the reception is owing 
to the manner in which it happens to meet the pre- 
disposed taste of the public. 

This opinion seems correct. How many years 
elapsed before the Paradise Lost attained that ascend- 
ency in English literature which it still continues to 
preserve ; and how many far inferior works were, in 
their day, regarded as meriting all acclamation I To 
take a leap downward, I may now say; without any 
undue partiality, as much of The Ayrshire Legatees. 
It first appeared at different times, as it was written, 
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in Blackwood's Magazine, and he paid for it at the 
common price of my other contributions; nor, al- 
though it is now very generally known, do I think at 
the time he could have afforded to give me any thing 
for the work when it was separately published. 

In the process of its appearance in the Magazine, 
I was unknown in London as the author, and fre- 
quently, in consequence, heard it spoken of in terms 
that were agreeable. Once I recollect being very 
hard pushed about the author in the Westminster Li- 
brary, by Sir Peter Laurie, the late Lord Mayor. I do 
not now remember how I escaped from his cross-ques- 
tioning ; but I was very glad to think that so great a 
moral character as Dr Johnson supported me in the 
denial, and I have since been very much of opinion, 
that one who puts such home-questions forward, shares 
half the delinquency of the evasion* 

The Urovost was intended to be a companion to 
the Annals of the Parish. The latter exhibited the pro- 
gress of improvement in a rural district of the west of 
Scotland ; and I proposed, in the former, to describe 
the same process in a town. But although, as I said, I 
think it myself a better work than the other, and has 
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as such been esteemed by amny mucb shore the 
commmialty in taste and jodgment, yei it has i^t 
been so popular. 

Tlie Annals of the Pansh and the Provost have 
been gene^ly received as novels, and I think, in 
consequence, they have both suffered, for neither of 
them have, unquestionably, a plot. My own notion 
was to exhibit a kind of local theoretical history, by 
examples, the truth of which would at once be ac- 
knowledged. But as novels they are regarded, and I 
must myself as such now consider them ; but i^l 
something is due to the author's intention, for, not- 
withstanding the alleged liveliness of some of &e 
sketches, as stories they are greatly deficient. 

The Ayrshire Legatees is also a worlc that caniK^t 
be justly appreciated as a novel, although the pas- 
sages are strung together with som^hing of a tale ;.. 
and I ought, perhaps, here to describe in what man- 
ner I was led to think of it. 

When I had leisure, it always affoided me great 
pleasure^ of a particular kind to go aJion-showing^ 
wiiSi strangers in London, ,and the zest of this kind. 
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of jrecreatioB was in proportfon to tlie ecoentricity of 
the chaxacters. 

In tbe course of time I had fallen in with persons 
ham the country, not unlike the members of the 
Piingle family, and had heen often much amused with 
the naivete of their remarks, particularly on common 
things in London, unknown in remote parts of the 
kingdom, and, I may add, unrequired. 

The attempt to express their sentiments was un- 
doubtedly dramatic, but it has not always been so 
understood. I have been called on myself to explain 
opinions ascribed to the members of the Pringle 
£unily, as if they had been my own, particularly the 
political notions put into the mouth of ^^ my son 
Andrew Pringle ; " and all my protestations against 
this have been unavailing. This work, however, and 
my Autobiography, with the whole tenor of my pub- 
lications, and the complexion of my life, constitute 
a sufficient vindication ; for politics have never been 
with me of a very ardent character, especially per- 
sonal politics^ and I am not fairly dealt by when it is 
imagined that poUtical considerations entar very large- 
ly into my motives. Impulse or temperament, or 
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by whatever other name it may be known, made me 
early a Tory ; that is, an adherent to principles, in- 
dependent of popular approbation. Riper judgment 
has made me see that it was necessary there should 
be, for the good of the people, partisans, who would 
always adhere to the Government ; and I thought, 
whether Governments were framed from men who 
professed Whig or Tory principles, the influence of 
the enjoyment of place would naturally always make 
the possessors think in the way I did. 

These reflections are made here, because it has 
been supposed that I made Andrew Pringle the re- 
presentative of my own opinions ; but I did not. He 
is by far too ultra for me, and has expressed himself 
with respect to many things much more acridly than 
I would allow myself to do, in speaking my own 
sentiments. 

I am not insensible, however, that in thus consi- 
dering me as answerable personally for the notions 
of the characters, a considerable indirect compliment 
is paid ; but it may admit of some drawback, inas- 
much as it may be held to be equivocal. No one 
doubts, however, that the sentiments of lago passed 
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througli the mind of Shakspeare ; but who ima- 
ges that Shakspeare spoke his own feelings in what 
he made lago utter? The difference between the 
developement of a character in a narrative and in 
diamatic personation, is certainly not obvious ; but 
still it is such that the author should never be held 
responsible for the manner or matter which he em- 
ploys to bring out his characters. 

In the composition of the Provost I followed the 
same rule of art which seemed to me so proper in the 
Annals of the Parish, namely, to bring impressions 
on the memory harmoniously together; indeed, I 
have adhered to the principle in all my subsequent 
compositions, and sometimes I fancy that the pro- 
priety of doing so may be justified by nature. I 
think no ingenuity can make an entirely new thing. 
Man can only combine the old together; join legs 
and arms and wings as he may, only the forms of 
previously created things can be imitated. The 
whole figure may be outre^ and unlike any thing 
in the heavens or the earth, or the waters under the 
earth ; but the imitations of the human hand in the 
details will ever be evident. 
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This resftfictiQii, which we inherit with the limita* 
tioa oi our nature, makes me dislike all those kind 
of monsters and chimeras dire, such as Fuseli, the 
painter, in his dreams attempted to imagine^ and 
to prefer ta them the simple phenomena o£ things 
that are; and yet I believe that I am not- insensible 
to the merit of those kind of contrivances that are 
commonly called inventions. Perhaps I suffer in the 
opinion of the ingenious in consequence, but b^ore 
their adjudication the soundness of my maxim should 
be examined, for I carry my notion so far as even to 
deduce from it an argument, to myself not a w^ik 
•one, demonstrative of revelation. The utter inoapa- 
-biUty of man, I say, to invent or create any thing 
entirely new, is a proof that the existence of God 
.must have been revealed,, because the idea o£ Him 
i» unlike any conception whidi our mere nateral 
&ettltie8 can oonceiva. This ifr not the pkwc^ How- 
ever, to be more particular; but I cangive no higher 
proof of the sincerity with which I strive in ^ mine 
art" to combine^ in the mosti natural manner, only 
those things whid^ actually present themsdivea to the 
senses. In my youth I wrote Ri poem calkd tlie 
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Log^sd of St AnthoDjr^ which I undertook wiih the 
intention of depieting comical phantasms ; but I had 
not proceeded far till I was induced to change my 
mind^ by obsendng that my most extravagant fancies 
were only things of curious patchwork ; and that the 
same defect might be discerned in all those things in 
which the " creative'' poWer of genius was said, to be 
more indisputable. Hence it is that I could not 
»nce see ought in the Caliban of Shakspeare but an 
idiot, a Betty Foy's son, though his mother was the 
^^ damned witch Sycorax." That I did at one time 
fancy that inventions were better than things of nar 
tiire, isadmitted, and in the Mermaid I have attempted 
to embody one of thii poetical progeny ; but subse^ 
quent observation has convinced me that only in 
nature excellence is to be founds and. that the merit 
of my creation of Marina is only in her being more 
than (»dinarily endowed with gentle human feftUiigs. 
I therefore give up,aU pretaiision to belonging to. that 
dassr who d^al in the wild and wonderful i my wish is 
to be €s»timatod by the^ trutJv of whatjeiver I try to 
zepiesenl^ 

But independent of the nule X prescribed to myself 
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in the composition of the Provost, I, very simply 
perhaps, acknowledge, that to myself it has always 
appeared superior to the Annals of the Parish, to 
which work it was written as a companion ; and I 
shall quote from my Autobiography two anecdotes 
which have probably contributed to produce tiis 
effect* 

^^ The friend to whom it Was dedicated, lent it to 
Mr Canning, who read it during a dull debate, — no 
uncommon thing in the House of Commons. Mr 
Canning spoke of it afterwards always with com- 
mendation. 

" But besides exhibiting a tolerably correct pic- 
ture of a Scottish borough, I had in view, while 
writing it, a gentleman who, when I was a boy at 
school, had the chief management of the corporation 
in my native town. He was unblemished in repu- 
tation, with considerable talent for his sphere, and, 
it was alleged, possessed that pawkie art, in which 
the hero is delineated to have excelled. I left the 
place when about ten years old, but his peculiarities 
had even then struck me, and when I determined on 
composing a companion to the Annals of the Parish, 
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he seemed to have been made for me. I believed he 
was dead, and had no scruple about choosing him for 
my model. 

" Long after the publication, and when I had re- 
turned from my first voyage to Canada, I went, 
accompanied by my mother and sister, to Ayrshire, 
and in passing through Irvine, it was proposed to 
give me the freedom of the borough, for which 
purpose the town council invited me to the clerk's 
chamber. 

" As we had a long journey to perform in the course 
of that day, I stepped out of the post-chaise, at the 
door of the tolbooth, to wait on the magistrates, 
when, to my astonishment, I beheld my old friend 
alive, then a very venerable man, sitting in the chair. 
The sight upon me for a moment was as an apparition, 
hut I was recalled to myself by the manner in which 
he delivered the diploma, with an address ; Provost 
Pawkie himself could never have said any thing half 
so good. 

" His speech partook of his character, and evinced 
a degree of good sense, of tact, and taste, though 
delivered in the Scottish dialect, quite extraordinary, 
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Instead of speaking the sort of balderdash/ common 
on such occasions, he passed over every thing iidiich 
related to myself, conceiving, as I suppose, that the 
honour of bestowing on me a burgess ticket, was^ a 
sufficient recognition of my supposed deservings ; but 
he paid a well-expressed compliment to the character 
of my father and mother, telling how much they 
were held in esteem by their townsfolk, and con- 
cluded with spying, that not the least proof of their 
merits was in bringing up their children to be deemed 
worthy of a public testimony of respect." « 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

The Steamrboat^ and the Gathering of the Wut^ 

I WAS surely bom a Hadical, and owe my Dvrj 
predilections entirely to a prankful elf, who, delight- 
ing in the ridiculous, has in high times and holidays, 
so serious to those who think themselves die gxvat #f 
the earth, ever turned towards me the comic aspect of 
dungs* This feeling of the << te'en-awa" I have often 
experienced; indeod I may say on erery oeeasion 
whm I ought to have been most debonair, Euj^no- 
synie, as she is called in Heaven, according to Afiiton, 

" And by men heart-easing Mirth," 

has stood laughing at my elbow in her sleeve ; on 
none, however, did she ever exceed a titter, save at 
tbe goigeous coronation of George IV., and in wit- 
nessing the pageantries of his most gracious and^ever 
memorable visit to Scotland. 



236 THE LITERARY LIFE OF 

« The Steam-boat" and " The Gathering of the 
West," originally published in Blackwood's Magazine, 
contain some taste of her quality ; but at the time 
when they were written a more powerful spirit was 
in predominance, that restrained the ready levity of 
my pen. The sister, however, of Mephistopheles 
was not easily restrained from giving way to bursts of 
the most profane laughter, though, unlike his sneers, 
they were very good-natured. 

Notwithstanding the deference for magnates and 
magnificence under which these works were written, 
the original sin may be detected here and there peep- 
ing out, insomuch that those who consider Toryism 
as consisting of the enjoyment of at least pensions, 
must be dreadfully shocked to think even a moderate 
j)olitician of any sort could be so far left to himself as 
to speak so irreverently of things which concerned 
the aflfairs of empires and burgh towns. 

In the Steam-boat I was anxious to give such an 
account of the coronation as I thought an abortive 
bailie likely to do, and which might not be oflFensive 
to those who enjoyed the show; but somehow so 
many ludicrous objects fascinated my attention that 
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it was very difficult to be serious. In consequence I 
was obliged to have recourse to an old account of the 
Presbyterian coronation of " his sacred Majesty" 
King Charles II. at Perth, to avoid being, as the 
Yankees say, too special. The spectacle of the 
Duke of Wellington as Constable of England in the 
exhibition of the champion, was much too high for 
me ; besides I thought it would have been better done 
at Astley's. Saving that incident, however, the rest 
of the exhibition was only titillating. But it could 
no longer be denied that the days of pageants were 
over ; though the fools in the nation may not have 
decreased, as the population has been prodigiously 
augmented. — I regard them as very foolish who think 
that pageants which have become obsolete, can ever 
be again rendered impressive. 

In one respect the tomfoolery of the coronation of 
George IV. was not, however, altogether " a vain 
show " in my eyes, and, when not tickled with the 
kything of the ridiculous, I had occasional moments 
of sedate reflection which assumed the gravity of 
philosophy. It seemed to me that such things now 
did not harmonize with our natural national character. 
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and that although the ceiemony in its essence was 
sacred in the highest d^ree, yet there were few 
present who^ft that it was so. The instant that the 
performance was finished, the spectators all rose an4 
became as fluent in their talk as the saattering^ 
audience after a stage^play ; no vestige of solenmity 
remaining, if during the exhibition they experienced 
any. The whole affair seemed bottomed in imitation 
of something contrary to the taste of the people, and 
I believe myself not wrong in thinking, that there 
was much affectation in the masques put on for the 
occasion around me. 

Some y^u« before, soon after the restoration of 
Louis XVIIL, I was present in the cathedral of 
Notre-Dame in Paris when the grand mass was 
celebrated for the royal victims of the Revolution ; 
and akhough the occasion was funereal andisombre, a& 
compared with a coronation, it seemed to afford a. 
glimpse of tlie idiomatic difference, as it may be call- 
ed, of the ElngUfih and Prench character. As a m^e 
pageant, there was no comparison between the Parisian 
ehurch and Westminster Hall. In concepti<m the 
latter was infinitdy finer and more gorgeous. Tb^ 



JOHN GALT. 239 

Henriad compared with the Paradise Lost, does not 
afford a more striking contrast in comparison ; and 
yet the French spectacle was transcendently more 
impressive, chiefly, I think, to the reverential awe 
with which in the church the congregation dispersed. 
Without, it was mudi the same with the multitude 
as in London ; but within, the.order was sublime. 

If the coronation, however, of George IV. wa» 
the dirge of the feudal system, no heirs nor legatees,, 
immediately after any burial, could be more voracious 
than the scene which ensued at the termination of the 
banquet. If any thing were calculated to inspire 
laughable contempt for the melo-drama of earthly 
grandeur, it was the hurly-burly in Westminster 
Hall subsequent to the King's departure. I can 
neither repress niy derision at the commotion, nor 
conceive why it was permitted, though " the swinish 
multitude" were in court dresses. But there is a 
stronger infection in folly than' in wisdom,' and, 
thou^ I despised the pastime, I could not resist 
joining in the game. In the plunder of the tables I 
got hold of a golden Britannia as big as a doll, with 
which I made proud a Bishop's lady^ as I understood, : 
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and gave to another ** gorgeous dame" of high de- 
gree, a really beautiful basket of crystal, and bestowed 
gilded vessels on longing ladies. But what added to 
the delight was the discovery that all the magnificence 
was as artificial as courtesies! The goblets and 
imagery, the plates and epergnes, at the coronation 
festival of the greatest monarch on the earth, were 
gilded wood and pewter trenchers I This, however, 
was wise, and showed the improved intelligence, alias 
the political economy, of the age; but wherefore 
cheat the eye ? At the time, the coronation afforded 
me inconceivable pleasure, for I could only see things, 
bating the occasion, worthy to provoke heart-easing 
laughter; the remembrance, however, like many 
other sweets, sours in the rumination. It did more 
to lessen my respect for the tricks of state than any- 
thing I ever witnessed. 

If the coronation disclosed the folly that sits in 
high places, the gathering to see the King in Edin- 
burgh fully matched it, by showing the depths of 
absurdity to which the mass will descend. Certainly 
the sight was gay and jocund, but it was a nation in 
its ** Sunday clothes." What kings should seek to 
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see, is not how their subjects can appear when put to 
a stress, but how they daily do when in fabrication 
of those things which are the sinews and the muscles 
of power. Had George the Fourth's performance of 
Crispianus in the Scottish metropolis been a truly^ 
royal avatar, as it was given out to be, he would at 
least have given one day to the inspection of the 
hospitals, of the receptacles of the houseless, and of the 
haunts and habitations of the miserable and forlorn. 
I have an utter loathing of royal visitations to the 
bright side of things, and for many a year have seen 
but in them that flattering which too many think it 
is the business of kings to receive. The Edinburgh* 
citizens cuckoo about George the Fourth calling thenr 
gentlemen, and their town a city of palaces, as if he 
had not read enough of other places to know the truth, 
and thought but of outdoing them in cajolery. 
. To speak thus of that aflFair may be not very pru- 
dent, nor will I maintain that disease has not given 
a morbid bias to my ideas of many things, now that 
I am constrained to sequestration and musing, but I 
think rulers were raised to their superiority for other 
purposes than to look out on sunny gardens. They 
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must visit the chameUhouse — ^Uf t the lid, and h^ank 
i¥hat is man, aa they ahudder at the earcasB; er^ in 
other words, m^J^ th^nselvea aeqiaaiBled wMk the 
ioevitable lot of huioanity, which so many aroimd 
them^-mi&taken virtue!-— hid^ from their kaowle^er 
as if £or a moment it could be supposed that the iii>^ 
terest^ of the high can have any other nutrition than 
the prosperity of the low. 

The Steam^boat, and The Gathering of th». 
West, must therefore be considered, in what relates 
to the Coronation and the Royal Visits aamere ooea« 
sional jeur^*esprits. But I ought not to. eonclude 
this cha,pter withoyrt mentioning an incident from, 
which I derived entire pleasure, and I do think thatna 
ipprem^ditated occurrence was ever so truly subHme^ 
][t wa^ the e;KhilHtion in the High Street of Edinburgh, 
on the ^Sabbath when the Kjpe^ went in state to S4; 
Giles's. A countless multitude crowded the pavement, 
but the royal cortege was allowed to pass along ia 
silence^ the spectators oqjiy uncovering respectfuUy as. 
it passed. 

Nothing could have given me a high^ nalioa q£ 
the good sense of my countrymen. TWs oc^rr^oe^ 
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rendered me unable to speak. I have seen the 
sultan of Turkey, with all his pomp, proceed at 
the Biram to the mosque — the procession of the host 
in Catholic capitals — ^the apocalypse of the images 
of saints on great festivals — executions by the guil- 
lotine in Paris, and the coronation of George IV. ; 
but I had never imagined that any manifestation of 
simple human feeling could reach to such solemnity ; 
nor can I better describe the nature of my own senti^ 
meats with respect to grandeur than by this state* 
ment : — many instances may be traced in my different 
literary essays. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Sir Andrew Wj/Uie, and the EntaU. 

Sir Andrew Wyllie was published before The 
Gathering of the West. It is, perhaps, much better 
than what I intended, but I repine at the change I 
was induced to make on my original, which was the 
exhibition of the rise and progress of a humble 
Scotchman in London. The incidents are by far too 
romantic and uncommon to my own taste, and are 
only redeemed from their extravagance, by the natural 
portraiture of the characters. In saying this, how- 
ever, I do not mean in any degree to insinuate, that 
as far as the book itself is concerned, the reader of it 
has lost any thing — on the contrary he has, perhaps, 
gained, — but only that it is too much like a common 
novel, to afford me satisfaction. Perhaps so much of 
the first conception has been made use of in it, that I 
cannot hope to find another subject in which the proper 
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developement may be employed. But it will be better 
to insert here the few sentences I have said about it 
in my Autobiography, 

[No particular story is engrafted on my original 
idea, and perhaps the work is, by the alterations, 
improved, as it has been always popular. It is not, 
however, the work I had planned, in which there 
would certainly have been no such episode as the 
gipsies introduced — an episode, however, which I 
have heard frequently mentioned as the best part of 
the production. 

The second edition was inscribed to my amiable 
friend the Earl of Blessington, in consequence of a 
remark which his Lordship made while he was reading 
it. Speaking of Lord Sandiford's character, he 
observed, that it must be very natural, for, in the 
same circumstances, he would have acted in a similar 
manner ; but he seemed not to have the least idea 
that he was himself the model of the character. I 
never received so pleasing a compliment. Of course 
the story has nothing to do with any thing that 
ever happened to his Lordship. I only aspired to 
make my dramatis persome speak and act after the 
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iHmAiieir ofthd m<Klel% somewhat in the mcy ibki Sir 
Joriittft Reynolds used the^ first Lord Dunotn, vAxen 
he induced him to stand as Jupiter^ widle he pamted 
for Catherine 11^ his celebrated picture of Hercules 
fi^nan^ling the serpents, as emblematic of the progress 
^f th«^ Russian policy.] 

There is, however, another anecdote o£ Sir Andrew 
Wyliie, which has given me a kind of pleasure that, 
in this unfolding of feeling, should not be suppressed. 
Since I became so very ineffectual, the keeper of a 
circulating library wrote to me for some information 
about emigrating to Canada, and mentioned in his 
letter, as a proof of the badness of the times, that his 
subscribers had even ceased to call for Sir Andrew. 
I knew nothing of the man^ but what was to him a 
cause of lamentation, gave me satisfaction, for it 
implied that the work had been at one time popular. 

The Entail is founded on an anecdote relatdL to 
me by the present Lord Provost of Glasgow. The 
sunny tommer storm was introduced to allow of a 
description of the northern coast of Scotland, which I 
very vividly received from Mss Sinclair, a daught^ of 
the distinguisl^ Baronet. The work iis considered 
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haKNi|^Biylw6(^aiid hnbeenliosowni by tkepaiticiilar 
mppfcktitiotk al mq Afltingiadied men, to vfhtme jodg^ 
lB€nt4^^ bitirdgt critic will 'fjefsr. I wn told byM, 
Mead thiA St Walter Soott thought «o well of it, 
te to hare i«ad it tlirice, — a tribute to its defervings, 
that «ay aikboir would be proud of; and the Earl of 
JBiessii^iSoa ute^ only wrote to me that Lord Byron 
had also rdad it three times, but, wiien we afterwards 
xae^ reported his Lordship's o{»nion still more flatter- 
ingly. A friend found the Earl's nc^ among mgr 
letters, and I may be excused for insertii^ it. 

" Montjoy Forest, Omagh, Co, Ti/rone, August 8, 1823. 
" My nsAK Galt, 
** Yours followed mc h«re, where, if you do come to Ireland 
this month, I shall be truly happy to see you^ and give the best 
accommodation this poor cottage wiJl afford. 

'* Lady B. is at Nafte, and, I believe, pursuing her account of 
what she sees and marks and inwardly digests. 

" I got a copy of Ringhan Gilhaize, juais, entre nous, Je ne 
t*aimepas,^ Ever yours most truly, B.** 

*• Lord Byron read the Entail three times." 

. ' There is more in this little ezpression than appears. To me, however, 
it is very plain. The Earl of Blessisgton was, in my opinion, one of the 
|K»lite8t mert. taking as my standard, respect for the feelings of others ; 
indeed, for delicacy* I never met with his equal. In such a matter as 
diii^ a genuiae man of the world would have been civilly compliment- 
ary ; an honest man used sterling English ; and a Sir John Biute have SMd 
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But while I confess my weakness in being pleased 
with hearing any thing like praise, I trust that I am 
not unconscious of my own defects. Only the fact of 
having published so many books can justify the pre- 
sumption of undertal^ing this work, for, in truth and 
sincerity, I am not actuated with a doting fondness 
for my literary offspring. I think, indeed, so little 
about them, that I can speak of their faults with 
impartiality. Pope may truly say of the builders of 
pyramids, that 

" They had no poet, and they died." 

But he does not express my feeling. Bards are but 

conservatives, and I do not regard the bird-stuffer as 

^he equal of the maker of the bird ; nor would it have 

stimulated what was my ambition, to have been told 

** To fight and record 
Myself in Druid songs ;** 

that the book was d — d bad. His Lordship's tact was in employmg the 
medium of a foreign language to convey an opinion I am sure was sincere. 
But it was not the favourable sentiments of the two first genii of the 
age, that made me tlunk the Entail not a failure. One day, when 
dining with the Earl of Ripon, at Leamington, he remarked that Leddy 
Grippy was like an acquaintance. His expression was, " One thinkt 
one knows her." This I considered very flattering, because states- 
men are thought to have other fish to fry than to read " clishmadavers.** 
They are obliged to endure enough in Parliament. 
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yet few delight more in the exploits of bravery, and 
none in the undaunted front of fortitude. My incen- 
tive was, I own, the hope of making a bird which 
some stuffer might have preserved, and the oppor- 
tunity and the materials were in my power, but I 
was prevented. A little indulgence may, therefore, 
be granted to the querulousness of a disappointed 
man, even though he were not, in his prime, laid pro- 
strate on bed, by many successive blows of an im« 
placable and unrelenting disease. 
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CHAPTER XXIX* 

Minghan Gilhaize^ and Genealogies, 

Thbue is on« of my wonks whi(^ I do &ot think 
hsA ^ven n^e much reosKm to be prottd of its p<^ula* 
lity in England, and yet, pettffl|»y it i& the only novel 
extant that has ever been recommended from the 
pulpit; I mean Ringhan Gilhaize. One of the mi-^ 
nisters of Aberdeen conferred on it, as I was told, this 
unique and distinguished honour. 

I have supposed a Covenanter relating the adven- 
tures of his grandfather, who lived during the Refor- 
mation. It was therefore necessary that I should 
conceive distinctly what a Covenanter would think of 
a Reformer in the church, to enable him to relate 
what such a person would do in the time of John 
Knox. There was here, if I may be allowed the ex- 
pression, a transfusion of character that could only be 
rightly understood by showing how a Reformer him- 
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d^If aeted and felt in the opinion of a Covenanter. To 
enabie tbe tetuiet to estimate the inventioB put forth 
in die work» and to judge (^ the manner in whidi the 
Covenanter p^(»ined his taek^ I made him give his 
autobiography, in which was kq>t out of view every 
dang thert ought i^call the sqmfate existence of John 
Gait* But I cannot have succeeded in my object ; 
not one peison has evef evinced an i^{»ehension of 
die intention which I thought would have attracted 
consideration, and yet I do not see myself that I have 
fiuled in my object. 

Ringhan Gilhaize is no doubt a fiction^ and as- 
•such may be called a novels but memcny does not 
furnish me with the knowledge of a work of the game 
Mnd. The sentiments . which it breathes are not 
mine, nor the austerity that it enforces, nor at all the 
cobur of the piety with which the enthusiasm of the 
heto is tinged. But in every case where I have 
aeen it noticed, his sentimaits have been regarded as 
mine, which, though perhaps respectable to me as a 
niftB, I diindaim as an author, merely, however, because 
they are not mine. 

It happens that at this time a notice of the work is 
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lying before me, in which ^he error here adverted to 
is very prominent. For example, it says that I make 
my heroes " perform acts not at all in keeping with 
their characters ; for instance, Ringhan Gilhaize, at 
the battle of Killiecrankie, snaps his carabine from 
behind a fence, at Claverhouse, then hammers his 
flint and tries again, and it bums priming, and the 
reader almost cries, murder," Now, when this judg- 
ment was pronounced, I do say the book must have 
been read inattentively, for, if the critic had not been 
in the error of ascribing the sentiments of Ringhan 
Gilhaize to me, he would have seen that the hero 
was under a vow, and acting as the persecuted Co- 
venanter. Moreover, the incident, as described in 
the book, is historically true. I went myself to Rin- 
rory-house to gather traditions.^ However, I men- 
tion the oversight in the criticism, because I have 
been exceedingly mortified to observe that Ringhan 
Gilhaize was mistaken for John Gait. 



1 It may amuse the reader to know, that I picked up in the 
house part of Clayerhouse's armour; on the field of battle, a 
cannon-ball ; and bought from a peasant on the spot, the blade of 
a sword which had belonged to some officer. 
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Another circumstance may as well be mention- 
ed) in which I think the critic will himself readily 
acknowledge his error. " He," says he, meaning 
me, ** loads the character, too, of Archbishop Sharpe, 
with more varied in£uny than necessary." Surely he 
cannot have read Woodrow's History of the Persecu- 
tion, which is drawn up with surprising candour, 
when he expressed himself in this manner, for I have 
rather softened than hardened the character of that 
|M>Iitical priest ; and it was consistent, according to my 
conception of Ringhan Gilhaize, that I should do so, 
for I make Ringhan a man of strong affections, and 
lus deeds the effects of wrongs that he had suffered in 
the persecution. Of Sharpe, myself, I think he was 
only an unprincipled man, decorous enough in his 
jpersonal conduct ; but no one who thinks as a Cove- 
nanter, can conceive that he was not worse than what 
Binghan Gilhaize has made him. In short, I have 
only endeavoured to engrain the Covenanting dispo- 
sitions of one who thought himself animated by Hea- 
ven in a righteous cause; besides, it should have 
been recollected that Archbishop Sharpe was actually 
assassinated by the Covenanters* 
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The history of tb« novel ol Ringbaii GUbaixa is 
curious. The book itself was certainly «iggested by^ 
Sir Walter Scott's Old Mortality, in which I tbongiifc 
he treated the defendera of the Preabyteriaa Chuifjh; 
with too much levity» and not aecordiag to my im* 
pressions derived from the history of that time. In-* 
deed, to tell the truth, I was hugely provoked that bQ» 
the descendant of Scott of Harden, who was fined In 
those days forty thousand pounds Scots for hm^ ^ 
Presbyterian, or rather for countenancing hi» lady7» 
being so, should have been so forgetful of what WM 
4ue to the spirit of that epoch, as to throw it iMn 
what I felt was ridicule. 

The fact is, that I am not myself quite a di4int9? 
rested person on the subject of the Covenant, tkoi^ht 
God knows, I have no pretensiops to the purity it 
Implied in the conduct of those who iign^ iU A 
4jollateral ancestor of miae, naiwely, Job^ Gait pi 
Gateside, was banished, in 1684, to Carolina, for p^n 
fusing to call the affair of Bothwell Bridge a Fd>€iUioil» 
apd to renounce the Covenants Qn this pc^a^ioA h^ 
was assigned to the Gibsons of Qlii^gow, m#r^Mlli> 
and by them transported to Ameriojtf Tb^ ^Wt 



William Puiilop, afterwards Principal of the Univww 
sity of Glafsgowy deemed it prudent to go to Amerioi^ 
in the same ship, whieh was commanded by one of 
^ Gibso^s^ a barsli irreligious fellow^ who permitted 
tbe exiles to be robbed of their moaey, and when they 
attempted to sing psalms^ shut the hatches upon them* 

In a proelamadon of Charles the Second* dated the 
5tb May, 1684, another ancestral relation, WiOiam 
Gait, of Wark, in tbe parish of Stewf^on, was also 
proscxibed. I have always understood that some re* 
htioi) of my father's, a grand-uncle, was banished fo? 
Us part in the battle of Bothwell Brig, a^d I beUevt 
that the John Gait, before mentioned, is the indiyi? 
<lual alluded to, 

h very remarkable circumstance may be here men^ 
tioned; Whe^ my friend Dr Dunlop, the Uneal der 
«cendant of the Principal, went on board the firit 
American steam-boat on Lake Huron, in her first 
^np, he found an American general officer, with M 
«ide-de-camp, who was a Mtyor Gait, probably a de» 
defendant of the ^* banished mm%' as he came from the 
south part of the coimtry ; apd I mj^ mention* tp 
heighten a little these biographical hints, that I bav$ 
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not a single relation of the name of Gait, that I am 
aware of, now living, unmarried, being myself the 
last of the line, unless I count my own children. 

In rummaging among the old papeis, relative to 
Cardinal Wolsey in the British Museum, I fell in 
with an original letter from the celebrated Bishop 
Gawin Douglas, the translator of Virgil, to the Car- 
dinal, complaining of one with an obscure name, 
seemingly a Gait, the secretary to the Duke of Al- 
bany, then Regent of Scotland, for his animosity 
iigainst him and the house of Douglas, I think 
that the latter circumstance indeed proves the secre- 
tary to have been of our family, for the Douglases, 
great as they were, were not likely to daunton some 
of the race. My friend, the late General Stewart of 
Garth, told me that there was some ground near 
Blair-Athol Castle, called Gait's Craft, which the 
late Duke of Athol entailed ; and it has been reported 
by tradition that we came from that part of the country, 
and, with some of the Stuarts, got hold of the lands 
of Stuarton or Stewarton, and Galston in Ayrshire. 
However, whether there be any truth or not in this, 
it is certain that we have been remarkable for a fea- 
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ture disappearing, namely, black eyes of a peculiar 
formation, the left eye*lid aomewhat depressed, and 
that the name is Gaelic, and implies stranger* But 
I shall not trouble the reader further ; only I know 
that my researches about the name of Gait ought to 
have proved us the lineal descendants of Galdus* 
Indeed, my late acquaintance Glengarry, who was 
great on genealogies, advised me seriously, when J 
mentioned Galdus, to stick by that hero as my 
ancestor. 

To return to Ringhan Gilhaize. It is a curious 
and singular fact, that none has ever to myself per^ 
sonally mentioned that book. Several have spoken 
of it, no doubt, but always in reply to some enquiry, 
with the single exception of my old colleague in the 
commission to Canada, Sir John Harvey. How there 
happened to be a copy in the Ronmey man-of-war, 
which took the commissioners to New York, I do 
not recollect now; but he read it on the voyage, 
and I well remember he confirmed my own opinion 
of different passages, particularly that in which I 
describe Ringhan going with his son, a little clutter- 
ing boy, to avenge what he deemed the holy cause of 

VOL. I. Y 
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H«ftv«ti9 on a gi^at ^s^nding bitffc anotnlred king. It 
l>ecoittes not an author lo «ay what lie thinks of Us 
town works, but it would be aiec^iatien to ooneeal my 
chagrin to find this nov^ «o little known. Howev^, 
I have the author's consolation, azid cim say, that 
•whatever mray be the blindness of the present age, 
thank God there will be a posterity — ^when I am 
neither to hear*t nor to see't. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

The Spaewife^ and Rothelan. 

The Spaewife nns u^t parUcularly ttentioDed in 

inf Autobiogv^y, net because I had fnrg«t tbe 

Wodc^ Vut %o tke piessiue of mattois more important^ 

and to an intention not to notic^ any thing that ^ras 

not, inisome nfietture, inflnenlial to the produetaon of 

eventi^ tf the inddenta of a pri¥ate uian'a life can be 

dignified withtl^ use^f alenn se magn^cent In 

.£ftct, 4iiongh it has been alleged that It contains pack 

sages equsd to my best efforts, and I have seen some 

. of tiiem quoted with approbation, the period spent in 

its ocmiposition has left as litde trace on my memory 

as the heel does in the sea, or the wing in the air. 

Yet there are occurrences connected with it, which in 

a work of this kind should not be overlooked. 

By what circumslBnoe I was drawn to the story^ 
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is no longer remembered. I only know that the 
character and fate of James I. of Scotland early- 
seemed to me possessed of many dramatic capabilities ; 
and in the dream of my youth to illustrate by tales, 
ballads, and dramas, the ancient history of my coun- 
try, it obtained such a portion of my attention, that 
I have actually made a play on the subject. In 
riper life, many years after, I wrote the novel ; and 
my knowledge of the age in which the transactions 
lie, enabled me to complete the story in such k 
manner, that, merely as an antiquarian essay, it 
merits consideration. 

Some of my critical friends think that it shows 
'more Variety of invention than any other of my pro- 
'ductions, and it is certainly more dramatic : some of 
" the scenes are impressive. It was introduced, I under- 
stand, by the late Thomas Dibdin on the stage, but 
I never saw it all myself performed. One, how- 
ever, of the scenes was very effective, I mean the 
passing of the sons of the Duke of Albany to execu- 
tion. It seemed to me a superior conception. 

The description of Alexander Stuart in the Bass 
Isle prison, has always seemed to me graphic and 
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picturesque ; and I was confinned in this opinion by 
Iiaving seen it extracted in the commonplace book of 
a very accomplished lady of rank, now no more* 

But what I value most about this work, was a 
long letter concerning it, of two sheets, from the cele- 
brated Miss Edgeworth. I received it in Canada, 
when my mind was occupied with other matters than 
those of book-making ; but she entered into so full an 
exposition of the character of the woman from whom 
the work takes its name, that her strictures gave me 
unwonted pleasure, because they showed that she 
understood my object, 

I ought also to mention that Lord G. conveyed 
to me the high opinion which George IV. enter-- 
tained of the work, and which he had expressed a 
wish that the author should know. In stating this 
I beg to.be not invidiously imderstood. I am as 
well aware as any critic can be, that the taste of 
kings is only that of men; but the general world 
thinks diflFerently, nor am I insensible to the value of 
royal favour in smoothing the path to celebrity. 

The story of the Spaewife is taken from historical 
incidents, which I here and there modified, but which 
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kav« mot be^ so^hBefwe^'ostorfkiAexthm awdnentie 

4i3aam6ti&ttomnj^BeAtdibgiBet^miMwL Smnevfdie 

descnpdioDS YeenthigiMiri^tight, iuadtime is a potoB& 

lof liodHoatond in a gmy nwg^ moitaisig, tiiat I 

w<mAet mymM hem I p«t it t<^edier.. l%ere is^ 

heme^eTy >a tradical sde£ect in the wlioje woik — it 

MBemUes too macth th^ eomposkaonft of Sir Walter 

'Scott, wi& vibom I nether placed HayselF consdoiKly 

m toiy iwaliy. Exoellenoe is fais ckaradaistio, and* 

M I'Viq^-isaylMi^ origkiaility is miiie^ and the approba* 

i|iaiitef tiiHeis i^ibf^ to die jnsti^reciatioii of tlmt 

quality. But I refrain from. -saying more; at the 

&amt ^ame 1 a^d not be infoimed that theve are |)er- 

'VMS \(^# ai^ 0t wspe «o destilutb of knowledge 

T^speoting me^ 'or "What i^ras my raUx^ pasdon, as to 

sttppose I oould .be adtuated by afiy «pi^t of rivalry. 

My 'early jftesokition was to '^ hope and try?" and I 

neiiw thongfat of another in the puesuit ; nor da I 

tUbak tiiere was, ^except in the iniltance of the Spae- 

*w%, any reseniblanee in my way of viewing tUbngs 

and diatcelebistted man's: mca«ov^, I amtheaemor 

in Stdttifth histoxieal skelohea. 

^Ihelaii wHs my neiit wovk : it wits rpgoAy wjrit* 



ten at Eskgrov^) and ^mslted in England. It is not, 
lioweyer, a &TOurit« with myself though in several 
)>i6si^^ the language lises almost into that of 
dnonatic poetry, and the tihamcter <^ Adomjah the 
Jew has always appeared to me deserving of more 
attention than it has received. The historical portions 
v( tlie story are taken from Barn's folio work on the 
&fe and reign of Edwaid III.^ with oidy sudi in* 
flections as seemed requisite to make the incidents, 
dovetail with them. 

Save ih the acddent of Rothdan having been^ 
Written in liie intervals of business, I am not now 
aware of any singularity attending it, farther than^ 
tha^ t had originally proposed to found the tale on 
ffce story of that hoy Neville, or Dudley, who lies 
imtombed undw a stately marble monmnent at 
Warwick ; indolence or business, however, {^evented 
me from making myself sc^ciently acquainted with 
Ms true history. 

A criticism of a Glasgow critic on the novel of 
RotheSan^ struck me not only for its shrewdness, but 
made me at the same time sensible of a defect of 
tb^ tvdik, namiely^ the disproportion between the pre* 
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paration and the consummation. I forget his exact 
words, but he seemed to think that the reader's mind 
is wound up to expect a great result, and that th^ 
conclusion is lame and impotent. This is perhaps 
true, and yet it was not done without design, 
I had noticed that before the catastrophe of a play 
the audience commonly rise in consequence of fore- 
seeing what must come to pass, and I concluded 
that where the eclaircissement was obvious in a novel, 
it was not very necessary to be impressive. The 
rule seemed warranted by authority, for Homer con- 
cludes the Iliad with the death of Hector, it being 
obvious that the town must fall after that event* 
Another rule should also be observed, which I 
neglected ; the event in prospect and consequent on 
the catastrophe should always be great, whether gay 
or gloomy. 

In another respect Rothelan is curious. Being a 
little musically inclined, I set two songs to airs which 
I intended to appear in the book. But it seems 
the printer being also musical, not choosing to 
like my tunes, substituted, without allowance or 
leave, two of his own, which I did not see till the 
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work was published. At the time I was staying 
with a friend) and a copy of the book was left for me 
in the morning. On going down stairs I found it in 
the library, where we usually breakfe^ted, and as 
pleased at the sight as a hen with her egg^ of which 
she cannot keckle enough to the world about, I 
lifted the volumes, and turned to the tunes. Courte- 
ous reader, sympathize I Instead of my fine airs, with, 
an original inflection, that had been much admired byt 
a competent judge, I beheld two that surely had been- 
purchased at the easy charge of a halfpenny a-piece 
from a street piper! I looked aghast, and almost 
feinted. There was a grand piano in the drawing* 
room. I rushed, book in hand, upstairs in a whirl- 
wind. It was of no use— the piano too was a parti" 
ceps criminisj and would only pronounce the Highland 
cronachs which stand in the publication even unto 
this day ; and the worst of it was, my friend, instead o£ 
taking out his handkerchief, and condoling becoming* 
ly, only gave vent to " inextinguishable laughter,'* 
and paid no attention to my pathetic appeals at the 
figure I must cut, being really no deacon among 
musicians, at the thought of having two such horrid 
VOL. I. z 
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frights affiliated to me. I did not perfaapB at die 
time become absolutely demented, but even jet I caa 
scarcely believe that it liappened« Ala8> alas I the two 
*^ dismal croones" are in the book. I ought to men* 
ti^i that it \vas this ** printer's error" that induced 
me to give the airs printed in the Appendix to my 
Autobiography. One of them, " Loch-na-Gar," is 
one of the identical tunes sent with the manuscript ; 
the other, '^ The Morning of Life," I have not beett 
4ible to lay my hands on« ^^ The Morning of life'' 
I only discovered was not to its own jM'oper tune wlien 
I was getting it copied out for the printer of my 
Autobiography, for I had been so honor- struck «t 
the substitution of the <^th^ air that I had never 
lodged at it. While it was being written out, a 
musiiical friend came in, and, sedng it on the table, 
took it up and commenced humming it, when to my 
amasement I foui»i it was not my air, and accused 
him of mistaking it. But, alas I it was too true. 

At the time I was excessively angry; bat the 
incident now appears only laughabLa. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

Ge to America — Ejects of the AnnaU of tie Parish — Thg 
Last of the Lairds — The Omen. 

By the time I bad finished Rothelan, my attentioa 
was ivholly occupied with business; and beings a{K 
pointed one of the commissioners to value the land 
which the Canada Company had agreed to puDchase 
from Government, I prepared to go with the otbw 
gentlemen to America. It thus happened that my 
lit^ary pursuits were necessarily suspended. The 
Homney was nominated to convey us te New Yoik; 
but although my knowledge reeeiv^ a o a te adjition 
from the economy of the man-of-war, and aft^wards 
from the hurried view which I was affsided of society 
in the United States, it cannot be said that my fivsi 
voyage to Ameiioa produced any other deciatve in* 
fluence (m my midEid, than that imaenttblefeiiaet whkk 
adses from the txanquiUity ^f the hmdscaf^t tmA 
something different in (the icspecft «f tlie iieenery. 
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At Albany the commissioners separated, taking* 
different routes. I chose the most circuitous, and I 
have to record the pleasure of a dinner from the cele* 
brated De Witt Clinton, chiefly, I think, owing ta 
the benign spirit of Micah Balwhidder bespeaking* 
kindly in my behalf the hospitable intents of his lady> 
in whom I recognised at once a very striking likeness 
to my own mother, such as I at one time recollected, 
she had been. Mrs Clinton had also much of her 
manner, thus confirming, what I have long thought, 
that likeness indicates a similarity of disposition. She 
had not, however, the same humour, and picturesque 
way of discerning the weak or the strong points of 
character; but she was, in my opinion, a person 
worthy of taking pains to know, owing to the inde<» 
pendence and energy of her mind. 

In travelling from Albany up the country, I saw 
the chief things that I have noticed in the United 
States, and fell in with several examples, in the north- 
west parts of the State of New York, of that kind of 
the common character which I have p,ttempted to 
describe. I was particularly amused by a very ge- 
neral practice of the inhabitants in the north-eastern 
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Moulder of the province, to cut off the first syllable 
of long-nebbed words the effect of which was often 
diverting, if not humorous, combined with an extrava- 
gance of comparison, to me singularly ludicrous* Yet 
in this journey I saw but little greatly to interest 
me, and it was not till I had travelled through the 
same tract of country several times, that I was sensi- 
ble of not being in a coarse, raw, and thinly populated 
part of England ; but I ought to mention, that al« 
though I thought the roads very bad, the inns and 
means of travelling were better than those in my 
temembrance of Scotland, especially the inns. 

After my return to London from Canada, being 
eng^ed as a commissioner in a controversy with the 
clergy corporation of the province relative to the 
value of their reserves, which were also, as well as 
those of the crown, to be sold to the Canada Com- 
pany, I had some leisure, and as I never could be 
idle, I betook myself again to study, and produced 
several things ; among others, a little tale called The 
Omen, which, by the way, has never been ascribed 
to me. It is founded on the story to which I alluded 
to Lord Byron on speaking one day of the Bride of 
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AbydcMi. OiM cireumstance eoniiectefi with it was 
lo me gveatly grmlifyiiig. It was reviewed by Sb 
Waller Seott in Blackwood's Magazine, and with, in 
my opinion, a commendable degree of appnibatioo, 
and &cts stated corroborative of incidenta that were 
pnre metaphysical inventions. 

Akhof^h the conception of the Omen may prevent 
it from becoming popular, it has^ I tMnk myself, 
some merit in the execntion, and is not without the 
expression of natural feeling in several passages* 

During the same interval I wrote the sketch of the 
Last of the Lairds^ I meant it to belong to that 
Heries of ficticms of manners, of which the Annals of 
the Parish is the banning ; but owing to some 
cause, which I no longer remember, instead of an 
autobiography I was induced to make it a narrative, 
trnd in this respect it lost that appearance of truth 
and nature which is, in my opinion, the great charm 
of such work$. I have no recollection how this hap- 
pened, nor what caused me to write it as it is, but 
the experiment was a very unwise one, and some day 
I wfll try to supply what is wanted, namely, the 
autobiography of one of the last race of lairds. 
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But altfacmgh the work lacks eseentbUy in being 
a story, it ongkt to have been nore anuMBg than it 
is, and yet it is not deficient in that kind of carica^ 
ture which is at once laughable and true. 

Thediaracter I had in view was a Laird of Smiths- 
town, who was alive in my boyhood. His first leddy 
was the first corpse that I saw, and the scene, though 
it wxmt have been contemplated when I could not have 
been above three or four years old, is still very vivid 
in my recollection, and so exceedingly ludicrous, that 
no effort of reason can oblige gossip memory to do* 
scribe it with becoming seriousness. 

My grandmother todk me to see the spectacle, and 
as it is one of tibose old Scottish exhibitions which 
no longer can anywhere now be seen, I may be ex- 
cused for introducing some account of it here, mo- 
derating as much as posable with decorum the unac- 
countable propensity I feel to laugh whenever 1 think 
of that death-chamber. 

It was, of course, a bedroom, and the windows 
admitted a dim funereal light, the panes bemg cih 
verod with napkins in the most mebtncholious man<^ 
tfer* Tl^ looking-glass was also covered ; indeed^ 
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as I have said in the dirgie, one of my excellent songs 
in the vernacular of my beloved country, 

*^ A damask servit co'er the glass, 
And a was very decent." 

The bottom of every chair was also dressed with 
white towels. The laird himself sat in a solemn 
elbow-chair at the bed head, and some three or four 
old women opposite to it, all in the most mournful 
postures. But the bed itself was " the observed of 
all observers." On it lay the mortal remains, at' 
full length, of the leddy in her shroud of white crape, 
most ingeniously ornamented with bows and scallop- 
ing (as I must call it, not knowing the technical 
name), and on her bosom was a white mystical plate 
of mingled earth and salt. 

What was deficient in the funereal paraphernalia 
cannot now be called to mind, but something so 
tickled 

" The wondVing innocence of my young fancy," 

that I began to laugh and ask questions, which obli- 
ged my grandmother, as I stood at her knee, tcr 
roughly shake me into silence. I noticed one thijig^ 



JOHN GALT* 273 

however^ which na intiiiiidatioa could awe me from 
enquiring what it meant* 

The laird was well stricken in years, and not being, 
of course, the wisest of men, had an unseemly custom 
of making his lips go as if talking to himself, and I 
hearing no sound issuing from the " country gentle- 
man,"became very importunate to know if he were con- 
versing with the dead leddy, as his words were so like 
nothing; but the answer vouchsafed to my inqui- 
sition at the time, has accidentally fallen into the pit 
of oblivion. The question, however, afterwards gave 
rise to a very philosophical controversy among the 
matrons when we retired, in which one of them stated 
it as her opinion that he was praying. In that pious 
notion the others were on the point of concurring. 
I happened to hear her hypothesis, and enquired, 
with aU the sagacity becoming my years, how he 
could expect to be heard so far up as the skies, for 
although I had said my prayers every night with all 
my bir, I was not sure of having yet been heard ? 

Here I may once for all state, that the cherishing 
of a preference myself for some of my compositions, 
which are not well thought of by " my public,*' is 
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awing^ to no feeKi^ of ^anewp^d t^rarafds tbe o{»mott 
of my readers. It is a pardondble egotism to suppoee 
that some of tliem imy Bot ha^e azdted so much 
attention as they desenre. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

Dramas in America, 

Wbsn tihe controversy with the Canadiaii Clergy 
was finished^ and the Canada Company in a legal 
condition to go into operation, I was again sent to 
America to organize a system of proceedings, and 
I took another lover's farewell of the mi»es. I saw 
before me only important business to do, and by a 
strange eddy of destiny, found myself placed in a 
situation to realize all the dreams of my ambition. 
But I had not been long in the province till it 
was necessary ta go to Quebec, where I was in« 
dueed, both by business and the seasan, to remain 
four weeks. In the course of this time» the gentle-^ 
mes of the garrison got up an amateur theatre, and I 
engaged to write for them a faroe^in which the pecu* 
liariliea of die inhabitants were to be caricatured. It 
was not» however, all mine» No ksa than tbirty-thiee 
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contributors gave jokes and hints to the composition, 
and some of the characters were outlined by the per- 
formers themselves. It was admirably acted, and what 
was as good, it yielded fifty pounds to the Emigrant 
Society of the city, and left a considerable balance, 
nearly as much, to be appropriated to the expenses of 
fitting up the theatre. Their Excellencies the Go- 
vemor-in Chief, Lord Dalhousie, and the Countess, 
came in state, and as every body was resolved to be 
pleased, nothing could go off" better. 

There is a custom in Quebec of all the inhabitants 
of a certain rank calling on strangers whom they 
regard as worthy of their acquaintance, and leaving 
for them their cards. It thus happens that the fortress 
being a metropolis, a vast number of officials are of 
rank sufficient to assume this honour, and, for distinc- 
tion, place the initials of their respective dignities on 
their cards, which admit sometimes of curious, but 
local interpretations. 

The farce was entitled Visitors, or, a Trip to 
Quebec, in which an American family figures as the 
visitors, and the piece opens with a scene in a hotel, 
where a waiter brings in, after a short colloquy, a 



JOHN GALT. 277 

tea-tray loaded with cards of caUera. Without any 
disguise, the mass consisted of real cards of actual 
inhabitants. The American party take them up and 
decipher to one another, so that no mistake as to 
who were the parties alluded to could arise, and the 
explanation of the initials being sketches of the cha* 
racters, who were probably in the pit, was exceed- 
ingly amusing. I do not recollect many of them, 
but a few were really good. My friend, an unaffected, 

plain, sterling person, the Hon. Captain M j was 

one of the aides-de-camp of the Governor, and having 
the initials A. D. C, the Yankee interpreted them 
to signify a d — d Corinthian; and my humorous 

colleague Mr D , who was joined in the former 

commission, being a member of the legislature, had 
the initials M. P. P. on his card, which the Yankee 
read mighty pleasant person. I mention these to show 
the character of the performance, which, in other re- 
spects, was really exceedingly good, notwithstanding 
its locality. Among others present at the represen- 
tation, was a Mr P W , of whom some idea 

may be formed by Mr Hoskins, in my novel of Law* 
rie Todd. The original, however, was far more racy 
than my sober caricature. There was an exhibition 
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of him on tbe sisge, at wliidi I saw liimself ^eraml 
times grin a ghastly smile. Some tiate after we bad 

a dinner at tlie Castle, to which Mr W was in«> 

vited by their Excellencies, but he was late of oefiaing' ; 
the table was, in fact, cleared, and the dessert set, be- 
fore he made his appearance. That night lie drank 
wine with the Countess in a very civilized manner, but 
her Lady^ip t(M me herself, that he had once ad«^ 
4lressed her by the nam^ of Mrs Dalhousie. 

By the way, I should not forget that ]>uiiilop, the 
^^ Backwoodsmem," better known as die Tiger, per- 
formied the part of a Highland ChieAain. T^ 
^ose who know his af^earance aiid grotesque Bsaa- 
«er, I need not say how : the rest of the worU eaaaot 
^Nmceive a mioety of his excellence. Of my fiieod I 
cannot give a more descriptive character than a gea* 
tiernan once gave of him to fne. He said Mr Dunkfi 
was a compound of a bear and a geatlewEaa. I did 
ikot know diat bears were so good-<iatuiied« 

Had the business of die &rce ended here, stBl it 
would have dseserved ^sommemocaticiB, but the «h»£t 
ef the pafo(ma»ce was hideously xntsrepvedeated, and 
it was said that I had most uagca^ully ddiculed 
die Amerieans, notwithstanding the dtslaiietion ftnd 
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hos|Atality with wlucb they had received OMw Nothing 
I ccmkl be more untrue^ for it is well known among my 
friends tikat I have taken every opportunity of show* 
ing my ee^me of their kindness. The misrepresenta- 
tion, however, bmng in a Quebec newspaper, excited, 
ia the States where it circulated, a most un&vouiable 
impressioB, and the New York papers b^;an in 
consequence to bark and bow-wow in the most alarm* 
ing manner. Fortunately as I was known personally 
to one of the editors, my cause was speedily 
espoused, and in due time the matter was set ri^ht. 
Thus, it came to pass, that I promised, when next 
in New York, to write another farce, in which as 
great liberty should be taken with my own ooun* 
trymen as I had done with the Americans. Accord* 
bgly, about twelve months after, having occasion to 
be in that city, I composed, in fulfilment of my pr^ 
mise, the farce of An Aunt in Virginia, of which a 
sketch may be seen in Blackwood's Magazine, with 
a few verbal alterations, and a change of scene firom 
New York to London. It is there given as a tale^ 
under the name of Scotch and Yankees.^ 

* One evening, when at this time in New York, in my way 
to the Bowery theatre, my attention was attracted by a musical 
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These two dramatic sketches are the only literary 
productions which I wrote in America. I had, how- 
ever, during the period immediately before my return, 
while waiting till accounts were made up, designed to 
amuse the settlers at Guelph with an opera, for 
which purpose I called the gentlemen in the Com- 
pany's service to see if I could muster among them 
sufficient dramatis persancs for my design. Nature 
had for this provided a most extraordinary mass of 
materials. I had in my own house a young lady 
with a beautiful voice. For her I composed myself 
" The Golden Light," starting upon a Swiss air. 

dissonance, and turning aside, I found it proceeded from a penny 
show, where Mr Punch, the wooden Jack Reeve, was the star 
of the evening. ' I do not know what induced me at the moment 
to go in ; but judge of my astonishment when, in addition to tlio 
vagaries of the popular performer, I beheld spectacles of Nature 
quite as wonderful. They consisted of enormous bones, whicli 
beggared the skeleton of the Mammoth to that of a Guinea pig. 
I think they must have belonged to some short four-leggod 
creature of the crocodile kind. A bone of the head weighed 
twelve hundred pounds. A knee-pan was as large as a large 
Cheshire cheese, and several vertebrae were much thicker than 
the body of an exquisite. 

How they were brought there, or from what place, I could 
not learn from the Negro who kept the show, but certainly they 
belonged to a skeleton of not less than one hundred and twenty 
feet in length ! Such were, I presume, the animals that inhabited 
our globe when the moon was parcel and incorporate of the 
earth— at least tliis is a? plausible as any other hypothesis 
respecting them. 
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Yfe had also an accomplished tenor and a counter 
alto, who had probably never heard of his musical 
name. These I set down secretly as number ones* 
But the most extraordinary curiosities of all were s^ 
Dutch colonel, a descendant of the fiunous Van 
Egmond, and his vrow. 

Colonel Van Egmond had commanded a regiment 
of the Dutch guards quartered at Milan for a long 
time, and, in attending the theatre on duty, he had 
acquired quite the taste and manner of the Italian 
school, singing some of the finest airs with delicious 
effect. His wife was even still more extraordinary ; 
I have heard much worse singers of no mean name, 
not her equal, either in point of execution or 
voice, in the King's Theatre. With these materials 
I intended to get up a drama under the name of 
the " Husking Bee ;" and my house was so construct- 
ed, that with little trouble it could be converted into 
a suitable theatre ; but I found myself sooner than I 
expected in a condition to go home, and accordingly 
the project was abandoned. 

Perhaps it is necessary to explain the meaning of 
the term husking bee. It is quite peculiar to 

VOL. I. 2 a 



282 TH£ LITERARY LIFE OF 

America, where bee signifies a gathering of neigh- 
bours to assist one of their number, as labour is dear 
Aere, to accompKsh any piece of work, and is a kind 
of festival ; it would be called a harvest-home in 
England, or a kirn in Scotland. A hushing bee 
means a gathering to assist in getting in the Indian 
com. My intention was to have embodied an enter- 
tainment of this kind, in which one of the clerks, as 
I was toM, got into some scrape, and my plot was to 
have been founded on the incident. Colonel Van 
Egmond was destined to be a landlord of a public 
house, but I could find no place suitable for his lady ; 
however, it certainly was a very remarkaUe thing 
to find in the forest such various talent of one kind so 
i^mote from any village, being no less than eighteen 
miles from the town of Oalt, and without premedita* 
lion or research. Verily there is more in the system 
of the world than we yet imagine. 

** Full many a gem, of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air !** 



JOHN GALT. 283 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Fatedism, and Particular Providence, 

IKiRiNG one <^ the exearsions which I wa9 obliged 
to make from Upper Canada to New York^ I met with 
what to me was a treat beyond all pri€e-...4Ui original 
chaxaoter-^in Mr Grant Thorbum. Hia suQgularities 
weie well known, and I was taken by the Consul to 
see him in his seed-stone ; but although I had formed 
some previous notion, from what I had heard, of the 
kbid of person I should see, a little aequaintance con- 
vinced me that I had found a rarer bird than even the 
ancient Egyptian ph<Bniz, for that had successive heirs 
by the eggs of its own laying, while he was unique,, 
akiie in all creation, at least he has ever so seemed 
.tojse. 

Ubave attempted, in Lawrie Todd, to give a sketch 
,bf Mr Thorbum, a little poetical; and the first part 
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of that work contains nearly his own autobiography, 
for the manuscript of which I gave him an author's, 
not a publisher's price. 

The story of the book is only, however, the de- 
velopement of what I conceived a character like Mr 
Thorbum would be, in the scenes and operations 
amidst which I have represented Lawrie. He has 
been my model in the composition ; but the incidents 
in which he is placed are imaginary, with the excep- 
tion of those alluded to, and some little softening of 
his peculiar belief in a particular Providence, a 
belief which Mr Thorbum, to my feelings, is 
rather ostentatious in professing. I do not say he is 

-at all wrong in doing so, but I think man has nothing 
to do with what lies solely between a man and 

'his Creator. Moreover, I was writing a work for 
amusement, into which religious topics could only be 
as sparingly as possible introduced. 

Perhaps to some of my readers it may seem incon- 
sistent that I, who profess myself openly a predes- 
tinarian, should object to the freedom, as irreverent, 
of his constant confession of his faith ; but the one 

'^ort of conviction is of a meditative reflecting kind, 
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^hich endeavours to see, in tke passing event, the 
progeny of those which have gone before, while the 
t>ther is of a perpetual excitement, and seems akin to 
the inteijectional mood of the spectator at a proces* 
sion, wondering at every new manifestation of the 
pageant as something unexpected. Being, however, 
H>f opinion that man has no choice in matters of faith, 
but must believe in what is set before his understand- 
ing, as the eye does in the existence of the objects of 
sight, it would be presumptuous to offer any opinion 
on another's faith. The reason is the sight of the 
mind, given to discern the false from the true, as the 
■eye of the body is given to distinguish the qualities 
of things ; and the one has no more to do with selecting 
its creed, than the other with the choice of the objects 
that may happen to come before it. 

In thus deviating from the current of my narrative, 
I hope, in not making my hero so prominent a belie- 
-ver in the doctrine of a particular providence as my 
model, although he is made so obviously, that it will 
"be discovered I was not actuated by any design to 
undervalue its importance in the cre^d of many serious 
^rsons. I am incapable of conceiving in what man«* 
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Her a Soo4cli]na& can reconcile it with the uneluuige* 
able nature and purposes of the Deity, to siqppose 
that the existence of a particular providence can be 
admitted into his «reed» 

But, without &rth» discussion, I »ay be i^owed 
to remaik, that, in i>ne respect, it seems to me that a 
vague countenance is derived from luiture to the doc<» 
trine of a particular providence^ inasmuch as every 
thii^ which exists, even in species, seems to be an 
indtvidual ; and that although a general resemblance 
constitutes what may be pn^rly called a class, yet 
the class itself is made up of individuals, of which no 
two are exactly alike, or, in other words, the regula* 
tion of nature is the very opposite of that which the 
Bolinglmdce school inculcates. — The doctrine of a 
particular providence implies a temporary meddling and 
imcesiainty in the universe, while predestinarianism is 
steady and et^pna^ and implies a foreknowledge of 
whatsoever is to come to pass. The very notion of 
every individual thing bdng r^ulated, is calculated 
to exadt and enlarge our ideas of the omnipresenee and 
infinitude of G»od* 

Nor is pedestinanaaism, even in a philoMphicd 
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view, as &talism» ineebncilable to the Christian leli- 
gion ; at least, not in the view I take of it, which may 
be condsely stated, and in such a manner that my own 
sentiments shall be perspicuously seen, and the reader 
placed in a condition to reject or admit them. 

God is a bdng of infinite isvisdom and power. He 
created all things, and arranged the order and succes-^ 
sion of every event. 

. ReUgion is the opinion which man entertains of the 
nature and character of God, and revelation furnishes 
that knowledge of them which the mind could not of 
itself attain. 

In the order of things and the succession of events, 
the providence of God is coinstantly seen ; and such 
is the harmony of the universe, that the smallest 
occurrence affects its whole frame and system. 

The simplest form in which we can cont^nplate- 
providence, is by considering the whole universe as 
one machine. It consists of parts, each an entire 
thing of itself endowed with distinct qualities, and 
jribced in such a situation with respect to others, that 
it is constantiy acted upon by them, and reacts upon 
them at the same time. Ev^ part is subject to the 
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principles or laws of its own particular organization , 
as well as to those of the universe, and every part is 
essential to the accomplishment of the object for 
which the whole was formed. 

The tact of human sense is not sufficiently fine to 
discover the principle of motion, we only know of its 
exbtence by effects ; but there- is no fact in existence 
of which the mind is more assured, than that every 
thing hath both an individual and a universal motion. 
The individual motion consists of augmentation or 
diminution of growth or of decay ; and the universal 
motion consists of the revolutions which the thing as 
a part of the universe performs, in connexion with the 
other parts. 

If, therefore, the universe consists of things in mo- 
tion, arranged according to a plan, it must also be 
allowed that the action of one thing upon another 
will produce an effect previously determined. This 
is the law of necessity, philosophical fatality, re- 
ligious predestinarianism ; but it is not according to 
the doctrine of a particular Providence. The motion 
that propels one part against another generates a new 
motion, the effect of the reaction which arises from 
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tke thing impelled and that of the thing which it iu 
its turn propels. Hence, though all the effects of 
motion have one universal similarity) no two of them 
can he exactly alike, unless we suppose that there are 
two parts of the universe also exactly alike — an idea 
that implies a limit to the number and extent of the 
things in the universci a notion at once impious and 
absurd. 

To the infinite variety of the effects of the tvnO 
motions, individual and universal, the different appear* 
ances of things may be ascribed ; and as each new 
impulse produces a new modification from every new 
appearance, a different phenomenon of effects must 
arise. 

It is affirmed by astronomers that all the great 
movements of the solar system are periodical, and 
revert to an original position; but altiiougb science 
only goes to this point, it is not the less certain that 
the solar system itself belongs, as a part, to another, 
which part is connected with a third, and so on. 
And to suppose, in such an amazing and admirable 
firame of things, there can be any molestation allowed 
to proceed from the particular motion of an indivt'- 

VOL. I. 2 b 
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dual, is to imagine that the inventor of the madhine 
allowed the interference of another power, independ- 
ent of himself, or, in other words, a power whidi 
acts regardless of him, and whose interference he is 
by a particular providence called to correct. 

If, however, we admit that all his woHls are 
framed into one another, it is not difficult to conceive 
how he may discern effects, and may predict, as he 
does, by revelation, whatsoever shall come to pass ; 
yet this power of revealing what must ensue cannot 
be admitted by those who argue for a particular pro« 
vidence. 

It is, however, unnecessary to pursue the argu- 
ment farther. I have only taken this opportunity of 
explaining, that although in Lawrie Todd I have 
represented a believer in a special providence, and 
even drawn from that belief a courage in underta- 
kings only reconcilable to the unalterable nature of 
things, yet I am not myself a believer in the doc- 
trine. I think it, indeed, far more consistent with 
what is disclosed to us of God, to be creatures full 
of humility and awe, lest in his dread purpose we are 
ojrdained to a woful doom, than to suppose aught can 
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occur in our destmy that he has not foreseen nor pro- 
^. vided for. The manner in which this is to be done 
to the human race is by observing the Christian 
precepts. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 
Zawrie Todd, 

But whether the world is regulated by a pre-ordered 
system, according to the opinion of the predestinarians, 
or subject to those uncertainties in which the be- 
lievers in a particular providence think they expe- 
rience, it is not for man to o£fer any opinion; 
both articles of belief are too intimately connected 
with religion to be ever properly submitted to the 
tribunal of human judgment. There is, however, 
something sublime, as well, if the expression may be 
used, as picturesque in supposing that the lidless eye 
of Providence is ever fixed on mortal beings with 
a fearful vigilance to anticipate the attacks of incom- 
prehensible evil. 

I am naturally led to make this remark, because in 
Lawrie Todd, and in those productions which are 
supposed to be my best, I have endeavoured to 
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assume respectively the characters depicted^ and 
therefore ought not to be held responsible for the 
notions they are made to express. The question is^ 
are those notions in conformity mth the conception 
of the character? 

There is, indeed, something of a dramatic nature 
in the assumption, and the author should not be held 
responsible for the sentiments he ascribes to his per* 
sons. It has never yet been considered that drania« 
tists conunitted any error in the thoughts and deeds 
which they made their characters utter and perform, 
if relevant and appropriate. There is something, no 
doubt, in the style of tiie furniture of Shakspeare's 
stage Drhich has a certain influence on his dialogue, 
but it does not follow that so much attention should 
be paid to that matter as to making it appropriate to 
tiie developement of the moral peculiarities of the 
parties introduced on the scene. 

I speak in this matter with the more freedom, 
because several gentlemen, in whose discernment and 
acumen I have great faith, have separately concurred 
in thinking well of those incidents which I myself 
tiiiought most deserving of consideration. For ex- 
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ample, the whole operations m the forest have met 
with their decided approbation, and have e2;dted 
m,uch more attention than the early part of the nar* 
rative which w^a derived from Mr Thorbum, and^^ 
although I have endeavoured to work with human 
cbigracteiB of no very elevated east, there is yet a 
spirit in the assumed narrator that is of the very 
l^ghest poetical kind. Even in the descriptions of 
the silvan scenery, the woods, and the wilderness,; 
this spirit is attempted to be embodied, though with 
the. lowly imag^y of the narrator's dircumstances. 

Ija noti<ia§f the r^ autobiography of my model it 
sho^ild be ad(|^, that nay nsarration is probably no 
le83 accurate though the individu^ may not exist 
who^ e^^Henced all the incidents and adventures 
nan^ated. F^ example^ I did not go about with my 
eyes shut either with respect to the character of 
settlers, or of colonial pperations, under my own parti- 
cular charge, and although I could not specify the 
<>riginals from which the drawings, as it were have 
been made, I yet do npt recollect of having taken so 
many different models ip any work as in this composi-* 
tion. 
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It is quite true that in Bailie Waft theie was no 
actual prototype ; but the description of his person 
was derived from a settler whose image is now before 
me, and the turn of his mind from another who acted 
precisely in the way Lawrie Todd describes him to 
have done. Nature no doubt has made a better dis^- 
play in her two separate men than I have done in 
my one ; but it is the province of art to select and 
combine, and I think for all the purposes intended by 
the introduction of the Bailie, he is a better represen- 
tation than either of the other two would have been 
separately. However, the book is before the public 
in various forms, and the reader can judge of its merits 
for himself, and also (as Mr Thorbum has published 
his memoirs) of the degree to which I have been 
indebted to him. Lawrie Todd, however, belongs I 
hope to a superior class of mental personages, though 
the lineaments are certainly derived from Mr Thop- 
bum. 

It is perhaps not very important to mention, but 
ia a book which professes to give anecdotes concern- 
ing literary works it may be as well introduced. Mr 
Lrockhart was the godfather (rf Lawrie Todd. I 
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happened one day to say to Um tliat I bad gucli a 
novel on the carpet, but was not quite sure what to 
call it, mentioning among others the name of Todd 
Lawrie, saying, however, it did not quite please me^ 
as it denoted a person more remarkable for mere 
cunning than any other quality, explaining what 
sort of character was in view, whereupon he suggest- 
ed the transposition of the terms, which is now the 
name of the book. 

Few occurrences have given me such pleasure ad 
Mr Thorbum's publication, because, from the time it 
was known that I took him as my model of character^ 
it has been supposed that I owed much more to him 
than I did, and the merits of Lawrie Todd were 
depreciated by those who imagined this. All con^ 
troversy, however, is now put an end to, as it should 
be, by the evidence of fiicts. It was for this reason 
that I waived my claim to the copyright of his life, 
and did what in me lay to identify his work with 
mine. But Lawrie Todd has a value independent 
-of its interest as an autobiographical memoir. I am 
not aware that any book existed prior to that publi- 
cation which gave a just account of baekwood ope- 
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rations, at least those operations wUch it was my 
duty to study, and of which an authentic account 
could not but lessen many of the prirations and hard- 
ships of settling. No man, however, can contradict 
what is set forth on this head in Lawiie Todd, and 
though possibly here and there a slip of jocularity 
may be detected, it was written with a sincere desire 
to hold the mirror up to real transactions — it will 
thus increase in value as it becomes obsolete, for 
many of those things which are described will here- 
after be familiar in all settlements. At present, 
though they are stated as existences, they are, except 
in a few instances, but the embodying of theories. I 
say this with a perfect recollection of Mr Cooper's 
descriptions applicable to settlers, which are as little 
like reality as his sea pictures are inimitable. 

Saving the obligations I owe to Mr Thor* 
bum, there is nothing which further concerns the 
public in the history of this work, except that the 
notes to the last edition were dictated from bed, and 
several errors were afterwards discovered when it was 
too late to alter them ; in other respects what I have 
stated in them is correct, and the mistakes may be 
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summed up in i^ few orthogmphieal inadTertendes 
with respect to niUnes and peraoiiB, the most remark* 
able of which is, that although I speak of Mr Hior*- 
bum I called him Mr Thornton. Lawrie Todd was 
written after my return from America, and may be 
considered as the beginning of that new series of 
publications in which the disposition to be didactic 
Was more indulged than I had previously thought 
could be rendered oonsbtent with a regular story. 
But the misfortune is that the lessons taught by the 
instances of the book are altogether disregarded, and 
it is only valued for the amusement it gives. But 
of this it is needless to eomplain^-nor do I complain 
— ^-for the reader has the privilege of considering what 
is before him as he chooses. The bee gathers honey 
or wax from the same flower. But it is a little 
irksome to see those things noted as omissions which 
were never intended to be given, and those lessons 
overlooked to which the author attached most impor- 
tance. It is this that makes me regret that Lawrie 
Todd is considered so much as a mere pastime novel. 
Before concluding this chapter, one of those coin* 
cidences ought to be mentioned which I take so 



JOHN OALT. 299 

much delight in noting, though in this instance I 
perhaps may be deemed presumptuous in speaking of 
it. I have often been of opinion, and have heard 
others similarly remark, that Lawiie Todd might be 
classed with Robinson Crusoe ; and it is very curious 
that somewhat in its circumstances and history it 
resembles that celebrated production, for Alexander 
Selkirk's little narrative may be matched with Mr 
Thorbum's autobiography. But what I allude to is, 
that the house of Defoe in Freeman's Court, Com* 
hlUf wfis where the British American Land Com* 
p^y's temporary office was in my time. The coin* 
ddeQce was purely accidental, and it was not till I 
had been some considerable time in the occupancy of 
the apartments, that I heard of this singular fact. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

Southennan and Byron. 

In the little I hare ta say of Southennan, it is 
better to refer to my Autobiography, than to repeat 
here what I have said there. But I should remark, 
that I did not think myself altogether unqualified for 
the task I had undertaken. For many years I was 
a dabbler in the historical customs of my country, 
and the characters in Southennan, which have been 
too much regarded as mere inventions of romance, 
were portraitures obtsdned by patient study. Indeed, 
I have never been able to understand on what autho- 
rity several critics, who endeavour to pass themselves 
for being possessed of great erudition, have affected 
to consider my obsolete lore as much less in its 
accuracy than I have been able to discern in the 
works of some of those who have affected no diffi* 
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dence in condemning the results of my reading in 
Scottish matters. Learning is the word which I 
conceive myself humbly entitled to apply to the 
effects of that course of reading in which, for a con- 
siderable period, I particularly indulged. Had anti- 
quarian subjects been new to me, there would per- 
haps have been some reason in the opinion which has 
been more than once expressed regarding the con^ 
tents of my books, but as it is now much more than 
thirty-five years smce I set out as a national antiquary, 
I am very reluctant to allow tiiat I did not make my- 
self a little acquainted with topics which, though 
ancient, were not difficult to reach by a littie care. 
Either the first or second paper I ever published, was 
a matter of considerable research, and might have 
afterwards secured for me some degree of attention* 
Besides, the Life of Wolsey is a work of erudition, 
and the very perusal of the original letters which 
constitute the Appendix, may even now be fairly 
matched with the ordinary antiquarian studies of most 
individuals who have published on English antiqui- 
ties since that book was given to the public, more 
than twenty years ago. The value of them is an- 
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other thing; but the mere reading over of these 
papers, and the works consulted in the compilation of 
the notes, should have obtained for me more reputa- 
tion for a knowledge of the age, than I have been so 
fortunate as to acquire. 

The origin of Southennan is, to myself at least, 
interesting, and I have endeavoured to follow in the 
work that rule of art which requires from the histori- 
cal painter not only the costume of the age and the 
epochal physiognomy of the portraits, but the fashion 
that prevailed in tlie exhibitions of still life. It is 
not a composition, however, whatever I may think 
myself, of which the popularity has been such as to 
make me consequential ; but I have little doubt, as 
all authors think, that the posthumous justice of pos- 
terity will indemnify them for the neglect of their 
own age ; that the time is yet coming when its merits 
will be better recognised. 

My next work was the Life of Byron, that which 
I regard as the worst paid and the most abused, and 
yet among the most meritorious of all my productions. 
However, as it begins now to be better appreciated, 
I submit patiently to the flagellation of critics, and 
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pocket the loss» as I do consider it is, for having 
undertaken it at a price far below its worth, and 
editing several editions without a fraction of remu- 
neration. 

Of Lord Byron himself I have stated every thing 
within my own knowledge, in defiance of contradic- 
tion, and I have given the most probable account of 
those incidents to which I was not myself a witness, 
but which my impression of his character justified me 
in doing. What was historical respecting his family 
existed in books, the contents of which I was as 
likely as most other men to make myself correctly 
informed of; and the little that I skimmed from the 
surface of rumour, was not to his disparagement. 
That he was a splendid poet, I most emphatically 
allow, but those admirers do liim injustice who praise 
him too rankly, but perhaps the brilliancy of his 
talents made his faults conspicuous. Had he not 
been possessed of genius, he might have been a 
better man ; but he was so engrossed with his alti- 
tude before the public, that he became, as I have 
heard a very good judge of human nature say, long 
before he died, devenuto matto. 
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I have been also blamed for slurring over his lord*- 
ship's domestic troubles, but there are some things into 
which the world is impertinent when it pries, and a 
man's household circumstances are of this description^ 
In £u;t, I have no epithet of disgust strong enough to 
designate my feeUngs of the way in which Byron made 
the world his confidant in his domestic vexation, but 
I regard his conduct in that affair as dictated by 
morbid excitement ; for I have never known an indi- 
vidual that would have condemned in others such 
conduct so severely as he would himself. Besides^ 
I knew nothing at all of the business, and there was 
a lady concerned, whose reputation was then and is 
now unblemished. 

It so happened that some time before his marriage 
I had resolved not to call on him again, and I will 
state the reason. 

No one was ever acquainted with Bjrron who could 
say that he had not a very quick and an unbridled 
temper ; sometimes he was manly and good-natured, 
but quite as often petulant and £Euitastical. Now, a 
person of that kind, however eminent his talent, could 
not be with me a favourite in intercourse, though I 
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might remember Us freaks and sparkles with amuse- 
ment. I claim no merit for this peculiarity, because 
it is in my nature, and the world only can judge 
whedier it be good or bad. 

It happened, on the last time I saw his Lordship, 
he was in one of those petulant moods, and to King 
Solomon himself, the most indulgent of men, he 
would not have hesitated to make himself ridiculous ; 
in short, he would have all the joke on his own 
side; and I frankly confess, that I am not myself 
in conversation always overflowing with the milk of 
human kindness.. In the course of the visit he gave 
me some hard hits, which provoked retaliation, and 
with that peculiar ^utttneM, in which he sometimes 
indulged, seeing me waxing tepid, he in consequence 
changed the conversation, abruptly asking me what 
was the' news. *^ Nothing very particular," was the 
reply ; << but there has been a rumour for the last 
two or three days that your Lordship is endeavouring 
to contribute to the Harleian Miscellany." This was 
more than he could stand, he reddened and became 
seriously offended ; soon after which I took my leave, 
glad to have given him a rap on the knuckles. The 
VOL. I. 2 c 
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critic may believe me or not, but I had no ill will to 
him, only I saw that he made me feel that there are 
noblemen, be their own talents what they may, who 
are little enough to presume on the mere rank 
4eriyed from the merits of their ancestors. 

Whai the story of his' differeace with Lady Byron 
became public, I happened to meet his valet in Ho- 
cadilly, and enquired for his Lordship. Fletcher, 
after answering my question, suggested to me to call, 
and perhaps I might have done so^ but it so happened 
that I did not. I had, however, good reason to be- 
lieve afterwards that he regarded me in some sort as 
a friend ; and I am bound to say, that there was pro- 
bably as Iktle coneiliatioi\ on my part as on his, for 
although there was a great deal of surface ripple, the 
pool was deep, and, I conscientiously believe, abound- 
ed in wholesome fish. 

By the by, I ought to mention, that his Address 
for the Caledonian Asylum, published by Mr Moore, 
was written at my request. Being acquainted with 
Mr Douglas Kinnaird, I requested him to aj^ly to 
Byron, which he did; but on looking at the poem 
he told me that it would not do, and he advised his 
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Lordship to withhold it. . At that time, Byron's 
reputation, only rising, could not afford the drawback 
of such a humdrum performance ; and I wonder how 
Moore could have published what Bjrron himself con- 
demned* I have no respect for picking out and 
bringing into light the grubs and worms that are best 
concealed in the folds of the winding-sheet. 

I should also mention, that I continue to think that 
the novel of the Three Brothers was a juvenile work 
written by Lord Byron. Since the publication of 
my Autobiography, I have observed in it numberless 
allusions of thought and expression which are quite 
Byronic, — youthful, however. 

At first I thought it highly improbable that so 
young a lad should have written such an extensive 
work ; but I am no longer of that opinion, for my 
youngest son, under the age that Lord Byron must 
have been at the time the Three Brothers was writ- 
ten, writes as well, I think better, than the general 
complexion of that work ; and therefore, instead of 
thinking the novel to which Byron owes so much, the 
production of one Pickersgill, I believe it was really 
written by his Lordship. But though firm in this 
VOL. r. 
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opinion, I am not now in a condition to renew the 
controversy on the subject. It is, however, a curious 
point in the history of English literature, and worthy 
of being elucidated. 

Before I finish what I have to say respecting 
Byron, I should mention a characteristic anecdote 
which has often tickled me. He delighted in mystifi- 
cations, especially when he thought any one could be 
taken in. Accordingly, in one of his playful fits, he 
iold me very gravely that his mother had been a pupil 
of Miss Hannah More's, but left her. " Why ?'* said 
I. ^' Because it was reported that Hannah had a child, 
by Wilberforce." 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

The CkmrieT'^Lives of the Playen^Bogle Chrbet-^Stanley 
Buxton* 

For my recommendatioii to be editor of the Cou- 
rier, I was indebted to Mr Lockhart. One day he 
called with Mr Murray, as I have mentioned in my 
Autobiography, and intimated that I might have the 
situation ; after some time had elapsed, Mr William 
Stewart, one of the proprietors, also called. I was 
then duly inducted. 

It did not appear, after a v^ diort trial, that any 
particular craft was requisite to conduct a newspaper, 
especially one published in the afternoon, and I knew 
myself possessed of sources of information which 
might occasionally be of some use. The only kind 
of scruple I experienced arose from thinking the 
politics of the journal a little too ardent for the 
spirit of the times ; but they were congenial to those 
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opinions to which from boyhood I had been at- 
tached/ 

My first object, on becoming editor of the Courier, 
was to render the comments more suitable to what I 
apprehended was the state of public opinion, prepara- 
tory to introducing more of disquisition. A change 
of the kind contemplated did not require to be 
preceded by a flourish of trumpets; and, be it 
remembered, that any flagrant and sudden alteration 
in the dogmas of a newspaper, especially of one so 



1 I ought to state, that the designation of the Whigs, strictly 
so called, and of the Tories, have always appeared as descriptive 
of the parties in and out of power, and that in principle they 
were nearly similar ; but I thought the Whigs were not satisfied 
with only the mere moral influence of principle, and were in con- 
sequence in the practice of employing the physical demonstrations 
of the people to help themselves into office. I continue to be of 
this notion still, though my best friends have always been Whigs, 
and though I owe particular obligations both to Earl Grey and 
Mr Ellice. It would indeed be an ill compliment to such men to 
affect any change in my sentiments ; but I was never much of a 
politician, nor one whom it could serve any purpose to conci- 
liate, although I must plead guilty to having been always a Tory, 
in so far that I thought Governments should be constantly con- 
ducted with reference to indisputable principles, and to state this 
unequivocally, in contempt of popular opinion. 
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influential as the Courier, is hazardous to the pro* 
perty embarked in it. 

When I had finished the Life of Lord Byron, and 
retired firom the Courier, I undertook the compilation 
of my Lives of the Players — a work which disap- 
pointed me, for although it is probably one of the 
most amusing books in the language, it owes very 
little of its best quality to the author. The humour 
of the characters is derived from themselves, or is 
the invention of other biographers, and I have no 
other merit than in giving a uniform style to a 
variety of compositions. But still the Lives of the 
Players is a singular book, and must gradually be- 
come pc^ular by the mere force of the eccentricities 
it describes. 

After the Lives of the Players, my publisher sug- 
gested Bogle Corbet to me ; but although a tolerable 
book, it is another proof, if one were wanting, that 
booksellers step from their line when they give 
orders, like to an upholsterer for a piece of furniture. 
Short and simple tales, any person may suggest, 
but to write three volumes at the request of an- 
other, in a satisfactory manner, and without an 
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occasional sense of drudgery, is beyond my power* 
In Bogle Corbet, however, I was desirous to exhibit 
the causes which now in this country induce a gen- 
teeler class of persons to emigrate than those who did 
so formerly. I do not mean to say, however, that 
the incidents described in that work happen to those 
kind of persons, for whom it was intended, but only to 
show the natural effects, in some degree, of introdu* 
dng the cotton manufactures into Scotland, and the 
consequences of that commercial inflation, which the 
late war, both in its republican and imperial stages, 
tended to encourage. 

In one respect. Bogle Corbet is the most peculiar 
of all my literary essays. I had familiar models for 
all the principal characters in my eye, and in few 
have I been more successful in the portraiture ; and 
yet I have failed to awaken by it any very vivid 
pleasure, which inclines me to suspect that it is not 
enough to select models from nature. Characters 
that are pleasant in private life ought to be pre- 
ferred ; and I say this the more emphatically, because 
those to whom I looked at as my models in Bogle 
Corbet are not distinguished for their agreeable 
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^piftlitiecs whaterer Aek virtues and modes of action 
laay be. Bat ttie work is really worth more than it 
seemS) for it is an attempt to embody &cts and obser- 
▼ations collected and made on actual occurrences. 

After the publication of Bogle Corbet, cireum* 
stances of business, as well as a consciousness of 
hafving attained the dimacteiical period of life, obliged 
me to relax in my Hterary pursuits, and I had recourse 
to various modes of pastime to consume my leisure, 
fer the suspension of study allowed me too much, and 
it hung about me with embarrassment, like a giant's 
robe upon a dwarf. The relaxation, as it was called, 
may have been proper, but it is not easy to convey 
to others, what a man feels when he becomes idle, 
especially when his mind has been previously fiQed, 
not so much with cares as with intentions, and when 
afi his habits were prone to enterprise, I t&ink the 
first few months after the publication of Bogle Corbet 
were- the most uncomfortable of my whole life, always 
excepting tiie early period of my residence in London. 

To one of such alert habits, there could not have 
been, it may be supposed, such ennui experienced as 
I' gave encouragement' to ; but those who diink so 

VOL. I. 2d 
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have not been very observant of their own fe^lingSy 
at least I am inclined to be of that opinion ; for, as a 
man advances in years, his mind invariably becomes 
more acrid. The world no longer appears the same ; 
many things which in the coming seemed gay and 
desirable have passed by, and when he looks on 
their backs, they appear scarcely worth half the 
thought which they had once excited; mean, too, and 
slovenly, altogether undeserving of that attention 
which so short-lived a being as man bestows upon the 
hopes that cajole him onward unto age and ailing. 

Another unpleasant result of this kind of inde- 
scribable '^ all-overishness" of the mind, the imme- 
diate effect of premature indisposition, is, that it takes 
away the relish of many things as well as food, and 
that many objects and considerations attract regard, 
which in early life were unheeded. You discern 
that the rising generation begins to affect .you in a 
manner not before imagined ; wholly engrossed with 
your seniors, you had previously regarded those 
around you, and particularly your juniors, as objects 
of no care* But when you see the old making their 
exit, and the young coming upon the scene, and who 
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push you from your stools — the tables are turned 
indeed. Reluctant to admit this to yourself, you 
become inordinately busy, but at last you find all your 
efforts yain, and sullenly, in some cases it may be, 
submit to be elbowed from the thoroughfiires of life. 

B^des the internal consciousness of having passed 
the meridian of life, and that all those things which 
partook of amusement are left for ever behind, 
there is, I think, a still more painful feeling pro- 
duced by observing the developements of the suc- 
ceeding generation. Experience has made you sharp 
to notice the &ults of others, and you see with alarm 
the symptoms, though they be but symptoms, and 
may disappear, of qualities in younger persons that 
you cannot approve, and there is a secret bitterness in 
this reflection, which few have the magnanimity to 
withstand. But reflections of this kind are perhaps 
out of place here ; at the same time, if they are, I 
may be pardoned for introducing them, as I write 
with a free pen, and think more about telling the reader 
how I feel, than of making claims on his £Bivour for a 
work of pretension. 

Of Stanley Buxton, I have no particular recoUec« 
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tion of Iw^Uig: heofA of th^ droumBtMce oa whiqli it 
i» founded. It ^pea^ ta afford m^ aaaKK>rtuQ%of 
pwitipg <^iitriouK fedings^ and aa such I wxate U, Xt 
b, in £a/Qt, as. a. n^ry^ i&ostimpr<^ble, and cw^dexed 
as. m9k% i» w^nh nothing ; biM; tln^ fi^elinga oaUbd Uf 
by the vajious, inqid^n^ I am 1^ to tUjoik^ have 
been natur^y liwned, because I baye not observed 
^t tjbie improbabilities have been noticed. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 

NaveU— The Member, and tURadical^Mben JSnkine^On the 
kix NeOure •ofLUetary Pfoperiy^ 4»i reapeett AvUhan^n^ 
Royal CaeUe €f Dunoon. 

For some time I imA endeavMred to pleate the 
pttblio, mote than to gratify mysetf, in tke composi- 
tion of my xmrks. This was not judidoiu : booksei-: 
lens 1^ fiKst, judge as men of binurtai unot always as 
criti<» ; they have little perception <rf originality^ and 
estimate tihe probability of the sale <^ a new work by 
its resemblance to others that have sold well« The 
consequence is, that bmt for the conceit of authovs, all 
litemture would become as commonplace isnd similar 
in every department as a tx>wn built of bricks^ I feel^ 
dierefote, no great diffidence in acknowledging^ Aat 
I would not wiish to be estimated by my lat^r noVels. 
Any talent that I ever possessed lay in the delineiri»m 
of what may be called moral and visible description ; 
and I am sure, when I worked with a story, it was in 
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oomparatiTely galling harness. Had I been a rich 
man, I would l^ye better pleased myself, persuaded 
that what was lost in popularity, would have been 
made up in durability. The two little works, the 
Member, and the Radical, which, together, constitute 
the Reform, are of this kind, and serve to illustrate, 
by the by, the sagacity of the trade, for they are 
thought to have too much a seeming of truth, and the 
sale of them has not been satis&ctory. 

. The Member was rather written among hands, as 
the Scots say, than as a task. The Radical, its com* 
panion, is more ephemeral, if that can be called epher 
meial which is deduced from principles and feelings 
cpeval with human nature. It seems to me that the 
Radicals of our time forget that we are living in 
society for the benefits of which we have surrendered 
a portion of our natural rights« The work in conse- 
quaice turns on supposing, that what our natural feel-: 
ings prompt must therefore be what we are entitled 
to do and to enjoy, forgetting altogether how mueh 
the social ties restrain the exercise of natural rights. 

. But although some of my friends think the two 
works clever and philosophical^ and although,. oo th^. 
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Continent, they have attraeted more attention than 
any other. product of my pen, they have ahnost been 
8till*bom here. The Journal des Debats of Paris 
devoted a page to the consideration of each, and they 
are but small publications. But to return. 

After the publication of Stanley Buxton, my 
time was a good deal occupied with the early business 
of the British American Land Company, and with a 
languor, the forerunner of disease, which disabled me 
Irom' close application, nevertheless I found means 
to write Eben Erskine — an autobiography, in which 
line of literature I have generally succeeded best. 
There is, however, a little mistake in circulation about 
this work, namely, it is supposed to contain some of 
my own adventures, and a description of scenes visited 
in my youth, and also an outline of my early history. 
But this notion, as far as respects adventures and eariy 
history, is not correct; for although Eben Erskine 
may perhaps contain as much of actual experience 
and observation as the generality of my works, it cer- 
tainly does not more. 

Some of my recollections of Gibraltar, during the 
second time I was there, are discernible in it, and the 
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dewajptioii of Ceuta, on tke Afiiea& shorey is also 
supplied from the laenKNry ; but at tbe latter plaee I 
heard of nothing siinilar to what Eben Erskine has 
described, and I was never in Spain, propeily so 
called : the accounts of that country are derived from 
books of travels. Eben's account of CagUari, is, 
however, partly correct, and the story introduced of 
the outlawed nobleman at the theatre is not alto* 
gether fictitious ; but, with the exception of Malta, 
all the oth^ voyages and travels are the expositions 
of ideas suggested by hooks or travellers. 

The account, for example, o{ Egypt, is of this 
deseriptioii: — I was never in the Land of Bondage, 
and I owe the representation of the scenery to the 
oral account of travellers, and to ^igravings. In- 
deed, with respect to Egypt, I have given rather a 
poetical version of the scenery, at least I have no *e- 
membrance of having met with any such account as 
the ruins of the dty desmbed by moonlight. 

After leaving Egypt, and until Eben Erskine em- 
barks in the Gulf of Salona for Italy, I have drawn 
upon my recollection, but the travels in Italy are 
quite fictitious — I was never there. 
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My ordinal intentiDii was to call the book Eben 
Etde, and die eaily sheets were so printed ; but at 
the request of the publisher^ I changed the name. I 
thought this was somedung' out of his line to meddle 
with, es|>ecially as Ettle was as good as any odier 
name; however, I made the alteration; but, deter- 
mined he should not escape *^ scot free,'' I made choice 
of Erskine, to see if he were aware of its import. But 
it deserves to be mentioned, that the reviewers of die 
work did not notice the trick, with the exception of 
Mr Jerdan of the Literary Gaxette, who merely, how- 
ever, remarked the similarity of the name to that of 
the celebrated and national worthy of the secession in 
the Scottish church. 

Eben Erskine deserves a more particular comme- 
moration, and I state the circumstance here, as I fear 
it is no longer in my power to do what I intended, 
or to complete what I had commenced. 

In consequence of the uniform, and, as I felt it, 
great attention which my £Bunily and myself had re- 
ceived from the Americans, in many cases even with- 
out an introduction, I resolved to evince my sense of 
this kindness in every way that I could with pro- 
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priety. Indeed, I think that one should eAconrage 
a general feeling of 'gpratitude as the best way of 
showing the sense of hospitable kindness. Accord- 
ingly, whenever an opportunity has presented itself, 
I have endeavoured to bear in recollection this prin- 
ciple. It thus happened, that some time after Eben 
Erskine was printed, an American bookseller was in 
this country, and called upon me, and out of the cir- 
cumstance of his profession the following transaction 
arose. 

During the time I was in America I had seen that 
my books were republished almost as soon in that 
country as they appeared in this, and it occurred to 
me that I ought to take some steps to secure if pos- 
sible either the copyright, or some share of the 
emolument arising from the publication in the United 
States. This idea led to some explanation, and 
finding that the publisher alluded to had come to this 
country to secure, among other things, the very ob- 
ject I had in view, I agreed to let him have the 
copyright of Eben Erskine, upon an understanding, 
diat when it was republished in America, I was to 
receive a compensation. 
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In furtherance of this arrangement, as I knew 
£ben Erskine was printed some time, I sent one of 
my sons to get a copy from the publisher, that the 
copyright might be secured in America, and the pub- 
lication there proceed, as nearly as possible, simulta* 
neously with the publication here. But on applying 
for the copy of the book, he was informed it could 
not be given out till the work was ready for circula- 
ti(m. This answer admitted of no altercation, but 
was submitted to ; the titlepage of the work^ how- 
ever, was sent out to secure the copyright. On its 
arrival, a person went immediately to the proper 
office to secure the right, which was done, but on 
returning from the office, he happened to step into a 
bookseller's shop, and, to his amazement, saw on the 
table a copy of Eben Erskine, which had been pub- 
lished at Philadelphia, and had arrived that morning 
^t New York. 

The first effect of this transaction was not, however, 
so very nettling as it afterwards became on reflectioD, 
when I considered that by such a means of dealing, a 
publisher had it always in his power to destroy a,n 
author's interest in the .copyright of his own work; 
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For it is quite evident tliat, by sending out sttnrc|>ti- 
tioysly the sheets to a foreign country, he may noit 
only secure the copyright in that country, but reduce 
an original work in this to the state of a reprint firom 
a foreign work. 

It is not the character of my mind to remain very 
pati^t under what I ccmceire to be a grievance, and. 
I thought myself justified in the steps I took. Accor^ 
dingly, next day I waited on Mr Backhouse, the 
Under Secretary of State for the Foreign Depart* 
ment, represented to him the case, and begged him to 
mention the subject to Lord Palmerston, with the. 
view <^ forming some arrangement with the Amm'* 
can Minister, by which copyrights might be placed 
upon the same footing as patent rights, especially as 
the British language and the American rendered it 
the more necessary that the reciprocal right of 
authors, the subjects and citizens of the two countries, 
should be better defined. 

The interview with Mr Backhouse was perfectly 
satisfiictory, and he, upon my statement, concurred in 
opinion with me as to the expediency of placing the 
question of copyright on a better footing, and said he 
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wodd mention tk6 subject to Lord Palmerston. Af- 
terwards I eommnmcated to him my ideas ia wnting^i 
aad xnenlioned the atepa I intended to take. But an- 
olh^ stioke of paralyaia disabled me abrmptly, aiiid, 
tboo^ I hare got a little better, I have not yet been 
able to resuaue the subject. Of this I can assufe 
literary men, however, that if they only set nightly 
about it, they may depend on all fidr support from 
the GoYemment here, and I am; quite sure that there 
will be no backwacdaess on the part of the American 
Goverauient to recognise the validity of copyrights 
in the United States^ It is too juat a boon to be 
<^erlooked, and too gra^ous a proceeding towards 
those stiudious men^ whose g^enius and industry re- 
quire all thc' fostesuig and protection that can be 
expected from an enlightened Gt^remment. 

But although there was a sort of vexation about 
Eben Erskine, not common, it was> also productive of 
what I felt to be a very peculiar pleasure. The ac- 
complished Lady C. M. B mentioned' one day 

when she happened to call, that she would write a 
critique on the book, and which she afterwards did; 
but independent of having the worit noticed by her 
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ladyship, there was a pleasant oceurrenee in this com- 
pliment that rendered it particularly acceptable. I 
havesomehow been always, as much as one in modem 
dmes can be, a sort of partisan of the Argyle family, 
and the Duke, her Ladyship's brother, is one of the 
few to whom I happen to be indebted for disinterested 
favour. 

When I had reason to regard my ikmily as provided 
for, who being all sons, fortune was not considered 
as essential to their progress in life, I resolved to re- 
tire to Scotland, and made my arrangements accord- 
ingly. The scene of my intended retreat was, from 
old association, fixed to be on the banks of the Clyde, 
in which intention I was confirmed by the Duke of 
Argyle, who is hereditary keeper of the Royal Casr 
tie of Dunoon, granting me permission to occupy the 
Castlehill, the Castle being 

** Long to the dust gone down." 
But before I was half ready, the fallacy in my cir- 
cumstances was disclosed, and J was again turned 
adrift; on the world as an adventurer ; in consequence 
of which the scheme was abandoned. 

By the way, on this incident I may be allowed to 



JOHN GALT* 327 

remark, that although it implies only a little disap- 
pointment, yet, to one of my temperament, it was a 
misfortime ; and I cannot say now, whether the loss of 
income or of the Spanish castle, as it may be called, 
was felt at the time as the greatest cause of regret. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
Stolen Child^ and Reflections of an Invalid. 

The Stolen Child was my next separate work. 
Being unable to write, it was entirely dictated, which 
may possibly have occasioned some laxness in the 
style, and a want of condensation in the descriptions. 
It was sold for the Library of Romance, in place of 
another tale I had engaged to write, but which my 
indisposition prevented me from doing. 

This story is founded on fact, and the second son 
is said still to possess the title which did belong to his 
elder brother. Saving, however, this singular and im- 
pressive fact, all the rest of the story is pure invention. 
The characters, however, are natural, and several of 
the incidents are derived from actual transactions. 

I was very much amused by the different critical 
strictures on the Stolen Child, because some of the 
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inddeKto wliicli wen objected to as improbable^ were 
really trae, and, in some oases» moderated^ I eatt* 
not aay that the disoemment of this blemith tended 
to exalt, in my opinion, either the knowledge, the 
sagaeity, or the discretion of the periodical pTtfis. 
In some few instanoes, howeyer, the guesses weie 
exceedingly shrewd, and I was particularly pleased 
with a notice in the Literary Ghizetto. I do not 
know if it were from the pen of Mr Jerdan^ but the 
critic seemed fully to comprehend the principle I had 
in view, and treated the book with that kind of d6n- 
stderafion^ which is much more gratifying to ail 
author than more ardent encomiums. Whetheif tbd 
eatastrophe is yery well developed or not, of coursci 
I cannot be the judge ; because to an authw who is 
acquainted with all ike springs which influence hk 
story, a matt^ of this kind does not affect him in 
the same way aH a Stranger. I take, howevet^ ifome 
eredit to myself in the delineation of Tomlin's mother^ 
a gentlewoman irl her education, biit by habit^ aiid 
-the indulgence of a waywaifd disposilooil, ^cceedingw 
ly, as one may say, deprayed in-her feelings^ though 
yet not without reason and cleremess. I havd seen a 
VOL. I. 2 b 
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person of this description ; and though a similar ori- 
ginal may not be often met mth, I am convinced it 
is hot rare in the world, tod al^ounds more in Lon- 
don than in any other place. 

. Tlie old woman is a portrait, and serves to show 
what sort of wreck, in some cases, survires vice. I 
ihink myself, the more it is considered, it will appear 
the more affecting; and yet there is somehow mudi 
less in her to pain sensibility than in TomHn's disre- 
putable mother. 

The character of Mrs Servit is not so much a par- 
ticular portrait as an outline. Her habitual afiectioh 
for Troven, is, I am persuaded, not of an uncommon 
kind, particularly with such as have in early life suf- 
fered any blight in their affections. The world does 
not generally think that sorrow hiets on the mind a 
similar influence to that which a wound inflicts oil 
the body, a scar ; but if we carefully observe those latie 
in life, in any degree remarkable for temper or eccenr- 
tridty, we shall invariably find, that in an earlier 
epoch, they had sustained some severe misfortune. . 
/ Shakspeare says that the mind and the body suf- 
fer both alike, and certainly I am not much inclined 
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to dispute the dogitaa ; but with all my great venera- 
don for that wonderful man, I think, on this point, 
that although his reflection is all true, it is yet short 
of the full truth, though the influence of the injured 
body is not for some time seen in the decayed under- 
standing. Of this, however, I am quite certain, that 
more will read the Stolen Child than will hare courage 
enough to disclose the impression it makes upon them. 

As a story, I do not myself think it very agrees 
able, but it contains startling truths, which many men 
aoe inclined to wish untrue ; so would I myself, but 
experience will not let me. . 

.While engaged in dictating this work, I occasion- 
ally employed myself in ruminating on different topics. 
For let a man of active habits be suddenly precipi- 
tated into sedentary avocations, he will find, in spite 
of himself, a vast quantity of leisure on his hands, for 
which he was Qot at all prepared. There is some- 
thing in mere locomotion which lightens the passing 
time, and the consciousness of that induces some- 
thing nearly akin to languor — a desire that the hours 
would be a little nimbler in plying their feet and 
wings,. 
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The leaden dippen in which Time, grown ahnzzy 
fellow, dawdles at the bedside of infirmity, causes 
the invalid to become morbidly sharpsighted on the 
practices of the world. He soon sees the intervals 
lengthen in the visits of particular firiends, and feels 
himself the cause of more trouble to others than may 
be congenial to his disposition. These observations, 
though they may seem to relate to trifles, are never^ 
theless serious things to him, and make up a great 
part of the irksome burden of disease. 

The extending limits between visits increase his 
necessity to seek amusement within the recesses of his 
own bosom, but he soon finds that the incantations of 
the fancy are, like all other magical phantoms, more 
deserving of notice at the first sight, than the sub- 
stances with which Ufe, in a sound state, delights to 
deal. Thus it happened, that while I was able to give 
much less time to study than before, I had far more 
leisure to do so, but I was interdicted from applica- 
tion. At last I hit, as I supposed, on a more agree- 
able diminution of leisure than dictating stories, and 
an old youthful habit was invited to return. I ima- 
gined that there was not such a waste of thought in 
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Tiigehanifial e]qp»iiiients, as in litaratare ; and acoofd* 
isgly I reaorted to thh very <piestioiiable kind of in- 
dulgence. Haying formied in my own mind the model 
of a machine that promised some amusement, I resol* 
yed to make one, and with that view ordered cuts of 
lead^a pq>es, and boxes to be made, and anticipated 
the pleasure I should derire from the experiment. But, 
alas I I forgot the weight of the lead, and when I came 
to handle my materials, I found myself, in some in- 
stances, unable to lift them, though they did not exceed 
many pounds. The reader may laugh at this circum- 
stance, but I can assure him the pang was very acutely 
felt, and in a tale called the Greenwich Pensioner, I 
have introduced the feeling which I experieuced, in 
making a sailor describe what he suffered, when he, 
unawares, thought of making use of his hands, both 
of which were shot away. 

From observing these effects on one's self, I think 
much of the knowledge of human nature which dis- 
ting^uishes some men, may be traced, especially when 
m inability to read compels the eyes to be turned in- 
ward. There is, however, no end to speculations of 
this kind, even while one is sensible afterwards that 
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they famish the means of decorating, as it we]«, 
very commonplace things with recondite remarks. 
They also lead the idle man to form curious theories, 
amusiiig, without being useful — ^if that which makes 
the time pass easily can be said not to be useful. It 
thus seemed to me, that, had Milton not been old, 
blind, and forsaken, he could never have dictated such 
a high, abstract, solemn, and unearthly performance 
as the Paradise Lost, nor that Shakspeare, seeing, 
hearing, good-natured, and active as he was, could 
have imagined the bustling scenes of his dramas, had he 
resembled Milton ; and it is curious that, without 
being sensible of a similar state, I really designed, 
and in part executed, a solemn abstract work of the 
Miltonic kind, a natural effect, as I believe it to be, 
of the comparative solitude to which I was consigned. 
I allude to the Ouranoulogos, of which one number 
was published, illustrated with a picture, a rare and 
recently invented species of engraving, in which Mr 
Martin displayed all his singular power. But although 
the work was brought out at less than a fourth of the 
price at which it should haje been published, and was 
greatly admired by every one who saw it, it fell li- 
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teraUy still-bom from the press: A more complete 
&iliire, indeed, I never heard of; and it can only be 
accounted for by supposing, astrologically, that the 
disaster which withered my limbs, extended to my 
fortunes. As yet, to be sure, I am not very sensible 
that it has affected my head, but it mil do so, no 
doubt, by and by. The hours that are rung on a 
doctor's bottle, are not so salutary as those which are 
chimed by the village clock. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

My Autobiography* 

After The Stolen Child, being still unable to 
write, I dictated my Autobiography. My health was 
very precarious, — ^not so much so, however, as it is 
at present, — and I was anxious to leave some me- 
morial of what I had found the world to be. The 
work was composed with good feeUngs, and I think 
it was decidedly received with kindness; at least, 
I feel myself under many obligations to the public 
press, and I do not think it would increase my 
happiness to be shown that they ought to be less. 
Perhaps it is inseparable from the nature of my 
disease to have many regrets, and to take a good- 
natured view of things ; at least, I have observed in 
the Autobiography circumstances mentioned which, 
upon reflection, were susceptible of a di£ferent colour- 
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ing, and might have be^i shown more to my own 
advantage, without diminishing their truth. 

In that work it has been pointed out to me that in 
one instance my remarks are detractive to the character 
o£ Mr Davison, by whom the Greenodc Advertiser 
was established. I can only say, that it was far from 
my intention to state any thing not perfectly correct 
with respect to any person. I spoke of that gentle^ 
man as I remembered him, strictly in accordance 
with the impression he had made upon me ; but I do 
not mean to say that the notions which I formed of 
him were a whit more accurate than my youthful 
conclusions with respect to other subjects ; how^ver^ 
ag I shall have an opportunity of revising that work^ 
I will endeavour to extinguish those blemishes which 
in any degree appear harsh, thoughtless, or unjust« 
• When I undertook the work I was very ill, and 
though not deserted by my usual even feeling, it 
would be affectation to disguise that I considered my 
days numbered, which, by the by, they are ; moreover, 
it had occurred to me that my own adventures were 
as singular as those of the heroes of many novels, and 
that it might be as easy to draw for the materials of 

VOL. I. 2 F 
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a book •& the anemory as !ip<Ka the imagtaaliim. 
This is the trae reason whieh induced ae to dictate . 
tk AxKkMogntfhyy m which I have only giren an 
account of those things that I thoi^t would annuie 
or iaterest *^ my public^" aa far as my Yemeni^. 
facaiDce served, at no tiiae vay accurate; viflsDui;^ 
bowers, pretending to give a moiely of what I 
nught have done. Indeed, the {»reaent wodk is a 
pioof of my abstinence, if that can be called absti* 
nttice which is in utterance. My whole Memoirs 
would have been too voluminous, and could not have 
beoii very well developed without making more ado 
about myself than even the most indulgent of the 
world would have tolerated. A man must not forget, 
tbt however important the inddents of lus life may. 
be to himself, the general body of readers will r^;ard 
Ittfl memoirs but as a common bo(A, and never trouble 
thiemsdves, in pursuit of pastime, to aseertain wheder 
what they read consists of fact or of fiction^ 

Before the appearance of the Autobiegraf^y, I 
had really no ccmceptioii that I had made mysdf at 
all ao interesting to others as. the reception of that 
Mr Qr|c haa taugl^ me to believe especially whore it 
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^ffeam to We beoi roid w^ modt aMntiott. I 

think, however, that I should not, in soim iiifttaiioes^; 

hav« been moA Uaaed £ur boI expmnng a higher 

Qjpaixm of the meie lileijwy cfaavaelef thm I ha^er 

4oae. I was not consdoua of owing many civilities. 

lo my reputation as an authoTt while I waa wnvineed 

that my preyeets carried into effect, entitled me to 

more consideration than any book I had writtai ; but 

though I think so still, I hope tb^e is no such arro-^ 

ganee exprasaed as to lead any one to imagine that I 

aet up my opinion in exposition to what the world 

may be pleased to think. This much I can safely 

^y» while I frankly own that I have not been ia 

pecsmiary mattrasi one of the fortunate^ that I da 

not see much reason, in my ntuation, to complain^. 

My predestinaiiamsm does not allow me to think 

I ought to db^rish any sentiment but resignation 

imder premature infirmity, and truly, if my life be 

compared with that oi any of my youthful oompa* 

nions, I am certainly, in a saas^ entitled to be re» 

gaided as a very old man. Although it cannot be 

said that I have myself in my own person acccnn-* 

p&hed mueh^ I have yH sown the seeds of things that 
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in tlie course of nature may attain magnitude and 
afford shelter, 

' It is no doubt true that in early life I had very 
majestic ideas about authors, but they related to men- 
all of a caste fitr above me, — a caste into which I 
was afterwards taught by my own deficiencies I could 
never enter ; and it is with respect to this juvenile 
delusion that I ought to be considered as speakings 
when I am supposed to undervalue the literary pro- 
fession. However, a man sets a very different value 
upon his own efforts from that which is done by 
others, and I must submit as well as I can to my 
destiny. Now and then the weakness of humanity, 
no doubt, makes me repine to have been so long 
employed, as the Scotch say, on " cos'nent work,"-^ 
toil without recompense — ^for though well paid for 
my clerking, I have never been indemnified for my 
mental labour, nor for perseverance, nor for the 
trouble of persuading others into tracks that they have 
found profitable ; but all I desire is, to be considered 
as actuated by fair motives, because I know that I 
have been so, and that where there is aught seem- 
ingly equivocal in my statements, I may receive th^ 
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^^harity of bang thought not likely to have made 
them at all, if there had been any thing attached to 
them that would not bear investigation^ I do not 
. think myself a Solomon, nor do I apprdve now of 
many of my own transactions, though I have myself 
recorded them; but it is scrimp justice to &a[q>ose 
that I did not always do what I thought my best* 
I have, it is true, in more than one instance disre- 
garded the ties of kindred and connexion, but I 
believe I had cause, and if I had not, something 
higher than the opinion of the world is reqmsite tQ 
convince me that I have done wrong. Accordingly^ 
I am not disposed to wish any essential alteration 
.made on my Autobiography, though I may expand 
hereafter some things that have been pointed out to 
me ; but it will be at the expense of a pardonable 
iselfish feeling, which directed me merely to give an 
outline where the incident would have seemed less 
ordinary, had the narrative been fuller, 

I must not, however, say more, even although, in 
the opinion of friends, I may be still thought to have 
said too little. It is impossible, take all the care one 
can, to avoid being sometimes querulous, and very 
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'dften egodbtSeal. I Imve endeavoured, in speakings 
of myself, to be as little flagtantly gmlty of these 
two fituks m I oovdd ; nevertkdess, I fear they wiH 
he too oflbrious. Nor, I hope, after the perusal of the 
woik, will it he imputed to me that I was actuated 
in writing it by any other motive than the true and 
4>bnoQft one. It would have been more gratifying, 
I say smceiely, to have furnished by my actions a 
theme to others ; but I did think that I had seen as 
teuch of the world and society as most men, and that 
« frank and unaffected narrative of muc^ which I had 
experienced might possibly make a work as amusing 
M a novel, I had a mercenary object in view, be«des 
other considerations, while I dictated the Autobio*- 
graphy ; and I cannot see that there was a great deal 
in wlmt my lot had been that might not be told evefi 
to a strainer ; nor do I feel any diffidence in express^ 
iiig a widi that the reader may be indulgent. 
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CHAPTER XL* 

stories of the Study. 

While employed on my Autobiogp*aphy9 my tiiH> 
eldest sons resolved to go to Canada* The eldest, in 
my opinion very prudently, detennined to be noAi^g* 
but a farmer ; the other carried with him a recon- 
' mendation from the Directors of the Canada Compa- 
ny, to be ^received into their establishment, which I 
do think was very kind of them to give, after the 
manner I had been obliged to ^ak from experience 
of my own treatment by the Company. I say this> 
because the simple fact itself might seem to imply 
diat there was some sentiment of regret towards me 
in conferring this fitvonr ; but I consider it purely and < 
entirely as kindness, and I hope my son will also con- 
sider it as such, for it «o hi^ppens that I cannot but 
regard the treatment I esq^rieaeed as altn^^dier owuig 
mudi more to the want of infoimatioB, tfaan to aiiy 
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design to affect me in the way their mode of usage 
has done. But this is a digression — all I meant to 
say was, that the outfit of my two sons occasioned an 
extra expense ; and having no other means of provi- 
ding for it, I betook myself to the composition and 
dictation of another threcrvolume book ; — the Stories 
: of the Study is the result. 

They are chiefly remarkable for their variety ; per- 
haps a curious metaphysician may here and there 
. detect reflections suggested by my situation — at least 
I can do so myself; but it is for the public to deter- 
mine the respective merits of the Tales. I do not 
hesitate to say, however, that their defects are entitled 
to some indulgence, for they were written under cir- 
. eumstances of great depression, and in bad health, 
during which I was twice, at different periods, speech- 
less, and once, for several days, deprived of the use 
of my sight ; but it has been my fate to suffer uncom- 
mon vicissitudes, and not the strangest is, that in a 
period con^derably less than two years of great ^ixf- 
fenngf I have been enabled to dictate and publidi 
ten volumes-— much of them from bed, and often in 
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, cizcumstanees of anguish that there is no great bene* 
Tolenee in wishing the reader may never know. 
In one respect, to myself at least, the Stories of 

. the Study have a particular interest, and sometimes 
I fancy that there are readers who will enter into my 
feelings. The tale of the Black Pirate, I have already 
mentioned, is, with only the alteration of one single 
word, the entire composition of my youngest son, and 
I think exhibits very uncommon eloquence and con- 

. ception for a lad of fifteen. It is certainly not very like 
a lucubration of mine, but the critics, with only one 
exception, have noticed it with approbation as such ; 
the exception is Captain Marryatt, of the Metropo- 
litan, who seems to have discerned, with great shrewd- 
ness, a discrepancy between it and my other works ; 
he does not appear to find fault with it so much on 

. its own account, as on account of the difference dis- 

. cemible between it and my Scottish stories. 

Another circumstance respecting the Stories of the 
Study should be mentioned. Being in a great hurry 

. to get them finished, the work was sent to press be* 
fore it was completed, and the Scottish story of The 

. Jaunt was suggested by a friend, actually written by 
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himself ta my amanuensis, and printed from his ma* 
nuscript. 

Tlie Phrenological Story was intended seriously to 
expose the absurdities into which craniolo^ may 
betray its votaries ; but it must hare been too seriously 
done, for the irony is not obrious, and those critics, 
who have spoken the most indulgentiiy of the woric 
have regarded it as a German story, if not real, a 
composition of the Teutonic order. 

The Greenwich Pensioner was not so well spoken 
of in the Metropolitan as in other publications in 
which it has been noticed, and here again I am obl^ed 
to acknowledge that Captain Marryatt*s professional 
tact enabled Mm to discover its infirmities ; he spoke 
of it as a sailor, and perceived its marine defects, for 
which I have no excuse but my ignorance of nautical 
aflyis to plead. As a picture of the workings of the 
human heart, however, I am sure it is not a fiulure — 
simply because it was conceived mth emotion, tdated 
with pathos, and with that soft kind of compassion 
whbh assures an author of his being under tl^ hi- 
lluence of natural feeling. 

(^ the rest of the bodk I have no partieular reeoi* 
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lection, or at least notbing to Mjr aboat the dif event 
fitofries in which the reader can be interested, beyond 
what I hare stated in the work itself. 

At die time I published the Stories of the Stndy^ 
I was indoeed to make a oollecdon of some po^ 
tical scraps which were fowid lying abont. I did 
not, at the time, think very much of them, chiefly 
because my youthful standard of poetry was very 
elevated, and a long period, from a consciousness of 
'deficiency, had elapsed since I had abandoned the 
'crdtivation of the art. But their reception by parti«» 
tnJar persons in whose discernment I have long had 
great faith, led me to think that I had probably un-- 
dervalued them, particularly The Hermit Peter- 
In consequence I was induced to complete it in two 
adcOitional cantos, and to open up again my poetical 
lode or vein. This, however, was not entirely a reso* 
lution of choice, but, in some degree, a work of 
necessity. My invalid condition disabled me from 
writing, and the state of my sight often from readings 
ISO that I had no other pastime at the fireside, but 
** stringing blethers up in rhyme.** 
' Before I conclude this chapter, I should mentioii 
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that I have been long a very general c<mtributor to 
periodical works. Except in occasional tales, I was 
actuated, in this kind of employment, by a wish to 
give my notions on temporary subjects ; some of 
ihese papers I must suppose were above par, because 
at the time they attracted particular notice, and were, 
in several cases, republished. 

The effect to myself of being a contributor of these 
kind of disquisitions was undoubtedly agreeable, foy 
the Variety of life that I have happened to see, ena- 
J>led me sometimes to give inferences of the under- 
standing not common — I will not say original, but 
ihey were at least more or less remarkable. I do not, 
however, intend to trouble the reader with an account 
of my ephemeral productions, only I would observe 
as a lesson to others, that from the moment I began 
to draw upon Nature, my stock of materials seemed 
-inexhaustible; but although recourse to the ever teem- 
ing fountainhead is without question the path that leads 
to excellence, it yet often induces a carelessness &tal 
to progression. An author finds abundance of topics^ 
but somehow plenty makes him indolent, for when be 
makes Nature his handmaid he ceases to be scn^u* 
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lous in selecting what she offers, and is in oonse- 
quence more apt to be heedless of repetitions than even 
his reader in remarking them. He also becomes indif- 
ferent respecting many things about which he ought 
to be solicitous, because he observes that such matters 
are often more common than is generally supposed ; 
besides, be his powers ever so g^at, they are neces- 
sarily limited in their scope, while Nature always 
remains measureless in her variety and infinity. 

I had brought this work to this point this day, viz. 
24th June, 1834, when a friend reminded me that I 
had omitted in my catalogue two productions. The 
omission could not be intentional, as one of them, 
Glenfell, was supposed to have some merit,, and I 
instantly recollected it. The other, he says, was 
called Andrew of Padua, but it has entirely, even to 
the name, escaped my memory. There can, however, 
have been nothing remarkable about the history of 
either, or I would have remembered them ; and I only 
mention the fact as an illustration of the kind of for- 
getfulness to which I am subject, perhaps I should, 
say of the little heed which I give to my own works, 
but nobody will believe me. 
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CONCLUSION. 

I HAV£ tbus endeavottied to give aa account of my 
separate productions to the best of my recollection^ and 
also something of the feeling which I entertain myself 
towards them ; I do not say cherish^ because I douirt if 
I could do so justly, and because some of them hare 
been prefenred by the public more than others, which 
I seriously think have been consigned to unmmted 
neglect. 

Before considering the materials of this particular 
lucubration, I had no right notion of having attempt-, 
ed so much; I had kept no account of my essays, nor 
do I know where even many of my novels may be 
found ; yet those who see with what rapt ardour I 
enter into a subject, can have no idea that, after the 
task is finished, I could ever become so indifferent to 
Ae result. 

It is not, however, alto^ther owing to this indif- 
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fereiiee ibtiJk I liaye been led apparently to imdflrraliie 
the mere literary diiunieter. Many yeam ago 

*^ A change came o'er the apint of n^ dream*' 
of life, and I was moTed to desire^ rather than to make 
books from topics supplied by others^ to furnish a topic 
firom myself. I cannot state when this happened^ but 
4ibe place and the occasion are still vividly in remem* 
brance. I was reading in the Lazaretto of Messina the 
life of Alfieri, and was prodigiously affected by the 
incidental observation, where he remarks, that the test 
of greatness is the magnitude of a man's undertakings 
to benefit the world. The truth descended on me like 
inspiration. I rose agitated from my seat, and could 
think of nothing all the remainder of the day, but of 
corrobcNrative circumstances. Since that time I have 
ever held literature to be a secondary pursuit — the 
means of recording what has been done ; and thus, 
•although a voluminous author, I cannot persuade 
myself how in that way I should have ever merited 
die distinction to which I aspired, or attained the 
glittering goal towards which my hopes struggled. 

The sentiment of Alfieri did not, however, cause 
me to enter on a new line of life ; but it elevated my 
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motives, and lent energy to the impulses by wUcIi I 
was actuated, for I had previously determined, as I 
have narrated, to be distinguished ; it only made me 
sensible that distinction without benevolence was un->* 
worthy of a rational being's pursuit. The creation of 
books did not appear to me to fall within the scope of 
his sublime idea of greatness, and therefore I con- 
ceive that, although few authors have published, in so 
short a time, more various productions, I have not 
earned, estimated by his test, which I think the true 
one, any claim to a better reward than is due to inde-' 
fatigable exertion. However I am not the first in 
whom the desire of fame has been greater than the 
talent to acquire it. From my earliest recollection, 
both by meditation and action, I have been devoted to 
what I thought the accomplishment of useful purpo-^ 
ses, and my chief recompense is the satisfaction, im- 
doubtedly, of my own bosom. Yet my efforts, I 
think, have not been altogether ineffectual, and the 
consciousness of this emboldens me to say, that I 
must be much misunderstood by those who imagine that 
the pressure of disease, and the embraces of poverty, 
could greatly darken the cheerfulness of my mind in^ 
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reflecting that I have not been ordained in vain. A 
puling sickly expression, no doubt, often escapes me^ 
but I am in the habitual practice of uttering what I 
think, and it may indulgently be called to mind, that 
in addition to being deprived of locomotion and ren- 
dered helpless, I often suffer anguish and merciless 
pain to a degree that ought to be allowed in extenu- 
ation of this human offence. I do not, however, always 
repine, and I can look on the moral green around 
ine, though I see arid spots here and there, with com- 
parative complacency and pleasure, as I repeat a sen« 
timent of my aspiring years. 

** Benevolence is like the generous san. 
Whose free impartial splendour fosters all ; 
It is the radiance of the human soul. 
The proof and sign of its celestial hirth. 
All other creatures of corporeal ore 
Partake the common qualities of man ; 
Love, hatred, anger, all particular aims ; 
But in that infinite and pure effusion,—* 
That only passion of divinity. 
He owns no rival but the Heavenly God." 

Antatua* 

END Ol* THE LITERARY LIFEt 
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ESTIMATE OF MYSELF. 

Although I hxve endeavoured to speak el myself 
with no mote partiality than a friend, it may be 
imagined that I have a higher notion ci tny 01m 
powers than I really lay dadm to. It may be to» 
but this essay will foe at least curions as an effort of 
candour. 

The love of £ime was my ruling passion, nor do I 
ever recollect being vain of any praise that my own 
judgment did not in some degree ratify as deserved* 
The consciousness of this has made me often assert, 
and I believe conscientiously, that those who thought 
me capable of being ruled by vamty mistook my 
character. ,X was much too sensitive to approbation 
ever to think myself meritorious, a feeling the reverse 
of vanity, which always imagines itself entitled to 
more honour than it receives^ But no man could 
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inhale praiae widi a keeasr relish, mui few so enteiw 
prising have reoeired less of it in a substantial form* 
But die absence of ramty was compensated by a 
more lu^racious feelii^, I would say unamaable. 
There is, however, no reason to be too harsh in 
qpeakiag of one's-eelf. — Knowing that I was always 
frank and sincere, far beyond what I saw myself sup- 
posed to be, I have umformly resented, perhaps some- 
times too ardently, not only every imputation, biit 
every sui^don, of being actuated by sinister motives. 
At the same time I have been too credulous, ascribing 
sincerity to others, that was not verified by the result. 
I was indeed no match for the hypiooritical, whether 
so by design or delusion ; nor did it abate my chagrin 
to know, 

• That neither man nor angel can discern 
Hypocrisy, the only evil that walks 
Invisible except to God alone. " 

I was never vindictive, though often resentful ; nor,, 
when the indignation of the moment cooled, did I 
Jeel the sentiment of revenge,^the desire to inflict 
vengeance for wrong. From the day I went to LoUr 
don till I returned a hopeless invalid, exceeded thirty 
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years, and no man could, in his Heart, accuse me, iii 
that period, of having done him any evil. When I 
left Scotland, I had not, I believe, an enemy. 

Of the quality of my little talent I am more diflfr- 
Aenl to say what I think, because I am conscious of 
tL great short-coming in endeavours to hopes. But 
my publications, in little more than twenty years, 
-with long intervals of toilsome activity and of indis- 
position, prove my sedentary industry. I have never 
«een the clerk or amanuensis who could exhaust my 
assiduity, I might say, perhaps, whom I could not 
tire* 

In my works I have not attained excellence, but 
some of them are considered not without merit, and 
those have made their way to their little prominence 
without the advocacy of any associate, or any effort 
on my own part, directly or indirectly, to make them 
known. 

My volumes of Travels evince some observation, 
ingenuity, and enterprise. 

The Life of Wolsey, and my Historical Sketches, 
'ftfford evidence of research. 

In my biog^phical works candour is not wanting. 
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My various Essays show that I was not ignorant 
of the subjects of which they treated. 

My Novels and ^^ clishmaclavers," of that class of 
•fiction to which they belongs are said to show know- 
ledge of the human heart, as well as picturesque de- 
scription. 

Much of my Poetry is little known as mine, and it 
is only lately that I have set up any pretensions at 
•all as a verse-maker. 

And my published Dramas, for number and variety, 
entitle me to be ranked among the most considerable 
-dramatic authors of my native land, and I have seve- 
ral manuscripts of plays, at least half-a-dozen, lying 
by me. 

Enough, however, of literature is before the public, 
by which my station as an author may be determined. 
J3ut I shall not be justly dealt with if I am considered 
^nerely as a literary man : all that I have done ought 
to be taken into the estimate, and against many faults 
and blemishes many cares should be placed, disap- 
|>ointments, ill-requited struggles, and misfortunes of 
no common kind, with the depressing feeling, in cala- 



358 .MTiXATS or wtm^. 

mitoxis circaittfttaiicei, of how muck I itood u the 
need of heartente^ fitmn ft Mtaaii^ 

But whm my numerotts books are foigotten, lahall 
yet be Tom^aibered* At a poriod when all the awa 
Tance of a provisioii for my £Eamly was announced to 
be a fiJlacy, I contrived the Canada Company, which 
will hereafter be spoken of among the eras of a nation 
destined to gpf^eatness. That project, flourishingly 
carried into effect, I not only projected, but establish^ 
ed myself; and lands, now more extensive than all the 
arable land of Scotland, are in process of settlem«it» 
and attractive to the superabundant population of the 
United Kii^om. 

With having accomplished the establishment of so 
great nn undertaking, I would have been satisfied; 
but my recompense was a mystery* However, con- 
vinced of my own rectitude, I set myself to the 
renewal of my colonial schemes, and the Britbh Ame^ 
rican Land C<mipany is ihe result. Subsequently, 
when a little recovered from the malady and impres*^ 
sions whidi induced me to give up my conneadona 
with tihat second project, the Secretary of Statt Ibr 
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the Cokmieg gave tne leare to attempt the fomiation 
of a third Land Coa^Nmy^ bat whkli an indiscreet 
grant of a former Goyemment rendered unavailing,* 

• • I 4o not advert to the Caledoniaii Asyhab for the son§ of 
Scottish soldiers and sailors, in the field north of PentonTille, nor 
to the Union Canal between Edinburgh and Glasgow, because I 
liad nothing to do with the conception of^ther of these woilu* 
But with respect to the latter, it is not generally known how 
much Scotland owes to me. The stoiy is diverting, not only 
on its own account, but as a biographical anecdote, 

I am not aware of having, in any other instance, so palpabfy 
addressed myself to the selfishness of mankind ; or, rather* of 
having so perfectly ascertained the farcical form of going to Par* 
liament with private bills. I suppose some occult consciousness 
of this is the cause why I have seldom spoken of it. For the 
benefit, however, of the Reformed House of Commons, I shaS 
now ** let the cat out of the bag." 

My friend Mr O— — introduced me to Mr L-— , when he 
was first in London for the bill, and I helped him what I could 
to votes, for I had then upwards of sixty acquaintances, mem- 
bers of Parliament, but the bill, that year, was lost, tn the foU 
lowing, the Company employed me again formally, and Lord 
Melville was ostensibly at the head of the opposing party. All 
that I could do among personal friends, I readily promised to 
try, but the first Lord of the Admiralty was a scaring bogle. 
However, the second reading of the bill happened to be fixed 
for an evening on which the Catholic question was coming on, and 
iwhen the House would, in consequence, be full. My fiiend George 
Moncreiff, a son of the late reverend Baronet, and brother of. the- 
learned Lord of that name, was the secretary of the Company,, 
and was advised to get the reading put off, but I drew hope from 
the circumstance, and proposed to him to canvass the House of 
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These endearours place me, I think, somewhat 
extra to common men ; few so alone in the world, and 

Ck)mmons individually. We both, however, thought at the 
time, that public men were in the practice of using their influ. 
ence in private matters, and the canvassing of the House seemed 
a very vain proceeding against a minister. However, I told 
lifoncrieff that gouty heels were as good in such a case as 
intellectual heads, and the second reading of our bill was an 
order of the day. Accordingly, we resolved to apply to the 
members individually, which we did to a great extent; and I dare 
say, there are sapient personages still alive who recollect two 
-very agreeable saponaceous gentlemen calling on them with 
most constitutional ideas of the wisdom of members of Par- 
liament. 

. In this matter we were very successful, and the predestined 
night arrived. Mr Moncreiff, and Mr Downie of Appin, were 
with me in the gallery. The House was full— the appear- 
ance seemed more than usually sombre, and all was as solemn 
as a dirgie. The order of the day came on — a debate ensued— « 
a division was ordered— the gallery cleared — ^the " Noes*' went 
into the lobby. I looked behind — I saw the old, the fat, the 
gouty, the bald-headed and the intelligent, keeping their seats. 
We went down stairs— the solicitor was in a pucker. At last we 
heard the number of the votes^ and that the second reading was 
carried ,in a very full house, by a majority of about two to one^ 
as may be seen by the journals. The canal completed, exists a 
monument of the stratagem. 

In the end, the Directors of the Canal Company paid me for 
a carriage and all expenses, and handsomely, like a counsel on 
a case where a good estate is in jeopardy. Indeed, I must say, 
that they are the only organs of a corporation which I ever 
served zealously and reaped satisfiiction. 
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80 environed with perplexities, hare originated such 
undertakings with higher or with purer aims. Other 
things might be ipentioned, still more illustratiye of 
my adventurous and speculative views, but they are 
minutely enough noticed in my Autobiography, and I 
can have no wish to claim more than the candid will 
readily alloWf It is my fate tp be thankful for less 
than I mi^ht expect, but (^ resolution to depend only 
on myself has often stifled complaint when perhaps it 
might have b^en justified, and I feel still my nature 
so unsubdued, that but for total lameness, and ever- 
varying depression and infirmity, I see nothing that 
should not make me as independent in my conduct as 
other men.* 

, * The./fer/^ which I still feel, was thirty years ago not stronger 
than it is at this moment whei^ the aim is eclipsed. I was then 
getting a ne^ seal with armorial bearings, and I wrote to one 
of my companions that I had an intention of taking for my motto, 
** I will myself," or " Hope and Try^" The former I thought ra- 
ther arrogant, and took the latter; but on the panel of a cariole, 
which I bought at Quebec, conceiving I had attained something, 
I changed it then to ** ettle** (aim). Feathers m the air show how 
the wind breathes, nor is it owing to th^ world that I am now so 
helpless-r-the groan of anguish should not, therefore, be mistaken 

for the moan of disappointment or sorrow. " 
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Shabb of the fnend who earliest tattght 
The glory meet for manly tliotight» 
And hopes of fame refiilgent Inrought 

Bright from the sky >-^ 
Beem'dst thou my lot with this was fraught ? 

Lo ! where I lie I 

Yes-— I may check the hopeless tear^^ 
Were anguish all I had to fear;^ 
Who knows the bed is but a bierp. 

Wduld %-eT complain ? 
But life to wrenish from fkmine here 

In helpkiB pain I 

I thought the boundless flying wind 
That sweeps the weBdn tmconfined) 
Flew not more chartered than the mind 
From earth to heaven, 
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When flowers and stars, a garland twined. 
To Hope were given. 

Stem Fortitude I effectless power 
To lum diat feels affliction lower, 
And ling'ring lies in restless bower, 

As time creeps slow, 
Thou can'st but soothe to them the hour 

That see the woe, 

O Death I and wilt thou still impend, 
Nor bid this weary languor end ? 
Art thou indeed a worldly friend, 

And spar'st for grief? 
Thy sweet entrancing opiate send. 

Oh, grant relief I 
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